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NO CALLERS 


She arrives in a taxi. They almost all 
do, though occasionally one may be 
delivered in a private car, by a relative, 
a husband perhaps. Usually by taxi, 
though, as this one: a pretty young 
woman, dark hair, early twenties. Her 
pale face has a rather dazed or possibly 
anxious expression as the vehicle rolls 
in through the open gates. Her eyes 
perhaps catch the little plaque on the 
weather-beaten brick gate pillar. It says 
Greenfields Health Centre. The fields 
around are not so much green as 
golden: it is September and the crops 
are mostly harvested after a hot sum- 
mer. There are green trees, though, 
scattered about the countryside and 
clustered here in the grounds to pro- 
vide a pleasant shade. Yes the grounds 
are green. Tranquil. 


That is what the brochure says. Tran- 
quility. Though this young woman's 
eyes do not register tranquility as she 
alights from the rear of the taxi. The 
driver’s eyes, not tranquil but not 
troubled either, register the quick flash 
of thigh as the skirt of her smart russet- 
brown suit momentarily rides up in the 
process. Standing, she looks round, 
still with that same look. Then evident- 
ly thinks of the fare, her handbag...but 
someone is coming out from the house 
to look after that. A middle-aged man 
in a blue-grey cotton jacket over shirt 
and trousers: one of the staff evidently. 


He deals with the driver and picks up 
the medium-sized suitcase. A quiet 
word to the young woman and she 
follows him to the house, her high heels 
crunching on the gravel. The wheels 
of the taxi are crunching gravel too as 
it proceeds back down the drive. 
Another client delivered. The driver’s 
eyes can still see the pretty young 
woman's thighs. Lovely stuff! he tells 
himself. But then you do get lovely 
stuff coming out here to Greenfields. 


The young woman in the high heels and 
the smart brown suit is now inside, in 
the reception area to one side of the 
main hall. A youngish man — in his 
thirties — in shirt sleeves has come out 
from behind the desk. ‘Thanks Arthur,” 
he says to the older man who has 
brought in the young woman and her 
case. Arthur goes off, the case placed 
carefully on the floor, and the shirt 
sleeved man turned his attention to the 
visitor. 


“Hello. Miss Fenton of course. Helen, 
yes? Welcome to Greenfields. I’m Nice 
Stankin. In charge of admission. 
So...you’ve been sent by your Mr 
Granford I believe?’ 


ON THE DOT 


IN A TRANQUIL RETREAT 


The young woman, Helen Fenton 
evidently, forces a smile, and a nod, 
of agreement. She still has that air 
of...something, anxiety, 
distractedness? Is she perhaps not sure 
why she is here? 


“You're lucky actually. You're the only 
one at the moment. The only young 
lady here for training.’ He laughs. ‘So 
you can be assured of full attention at 
all times. That will be nice, won't it?” 


In saying this Mr Stankin's tone sug- 
gests irony. As if she won't in fact en- 
joy it. Helen still has that look, and 
nods in agreement: whereas perhaps it 
is not something to feel agreement 
with. Not for her at least. 


He smiles again, stepping closer to her. 
‘Oh, whilst I remember. You address 
me as Mr Stankin. Not my Christian 
name. The same with the other people 
here. Including Arthur Walling, our 
general factotum, who brought you in. 
He’s MR Walling. It’s part of the 
discipline of course. You're here to 
learn discipline, to learn to be sub- 
missive and obedient. As any proper 
young lady should be. That is what 
your Mr Granford wants, and we have 
to make sure he gets it. Yes?” 


Another smile. It is not really a very 
friendly smile. *And until you are pro- 
perly disciplined, Helen, this has got 
to suffer. You understand that?” 


Mr Stankin’s hand as he stresses “this” 
has reached round behind to Helen’s 
bottom. And simply takes hold of it. 
Grabbing a full handful of flesh, the 
ripe curve of the near-side cheek. 
Fingers through the fine worsted of her 
elegant skirt reaching deep into the 
cleft. Helen Fenton lets out a startled 
gasp at this sudden and out-of-the-blue 
assault on her posterior. But she does 
not jerk herself away, although there 
must be the automatic urge to do so — 
or for instance slap Mr Stankin’s face, 
and there might well be an urge to do 
that. There is only a little whimpering 


sound. She is trembling now — but is 
in effect submissively accepting the 
hand, which is still there. 


He laughs again. Groping her bottom 
still. ‘A smacked bottom, Helen. And 
naturally the cane. That is what a girl 
gets at Greenfields. And that of course 
is what Mr Granford wants, isn’t it? 
Because it’s the only proper and effec- 
tive way to discipline a young lady; to 
curb her flightly instincts. Which very 
naturally a gentleman like Mr Granford 
doesn’t want. You agree, of course?’ 


Whether or not she does Helen fenton 
produces an unhappy ‘Yes.’ Her big 
big dark eyes are indicating more than 
that bemused look now. It is as if Mr 
Stankin’s action and words have con- 
firmed fears and anxieties that were 
lurking, half felt, in her mind. And she 
is presumably not now in any doubt: 
she knows what to expect. What the 
eyes now register is just about the op- 
posite of the ‘tranquility’ the Green- 
fields Health Centre advertises in its 
discreet brochure. But then gentlemen 
who send a young lady here know what 
they are looking for: it is a tranquili- 
ty, of a sort, that will come when she 
has learnt to fully accept discipline. 
Learning to do this does not involve 
tranquility, rather the reverse. 


Nick Stankin has let go now, with a 
final sharp pinch and a slap. ‘I’ll take 
you up to your room,” he tells her. 
‘Then we can make a start on your 
treatment.’ 


That perhaps sounds ominous in view 
of what has just transpired. Helen’s 
eyes register this fact but she forces an 
unhappy smile. Mr Stankin picks up 
her case and she is told to precede him 
along the hall and up the stairs. Her 
shapely bottom sways in the expensive 
skirt as she ascends the stairs, the but- 
tocks flexing metronomically. She is 
no doubt aware that Mr Stankin’s eyes 
are on it, sizing it up perhaps. In her 
head is inevitably what he has just said, 
confirming those things that other have 
half told her, alluded to. Mr Granford, 
whose companion-secretary she will 
become if he is fully with her, and 
others. Mr Granford is of course a very 
wealthy gentleman and that position is 
extremely desirable for any young 
woman. So it is essential that Helen 
pleases him and if that involved a stay 
at Greenfields Health Centre, and get- 
ting a good report at the end of it, well, 
it is certainly all worthwhile. Even if 
in the short term...all those half-fears, 
those whispers, are unhappily amply 
confirmed. 


To reinforce, confirm, all this Mr 
Stankin, close behind her with his gaze 
assuredly glued to those flexing but- 
tocks, asks, “Have you had it caned, 
Helen? Before?’ 


ik # bal 


“Put your arms behind your back,’ he 
tells her. “Your wrists together. And 
keep them there. OK?’ 


Helen is not in that stylish russet-hrown 
suit now. There are still the same white 
high-heeled courts but they are all that 
remain of what she arrived in an hour 
ago. Now Helen was gn a figure- 
hugging little black dress, the hem of 
which reaches barely hallway down her 
thighs, It is indeed sufficiently short 
that the darker rims of Helen's black 
silk stockings together with the clasps 
and a couple of inches of the straps of 
a black suspender belt, plus associated 
bare thigh, are visible now, when she 
is slanding, never mind silling. What 
the taxi driver saw was thigh in pale 
beige tights; his eyes would surely be 
popping oul of his head at Ihe present 
view. But of course that taxi driver is 
not here. There is only Mr Stankin, 
Nick Stankin. Telling Helen how he 
wants her. Hands behind her back. And 
then: 


‘Now get down. Kneeling on the floor, 
Bending right over, with your head on 
the floor too. Don't move your hands 
though...if you do...” 


Nick Stankin has a cane in his hand; 
that is no doubt the unsaid threat. Helen 
doesn't argue. She gets down, 
awkwardly, with her hands as if tied 
behind her hack. Making little moan- 
ing sounds; but doing it. Yes, Helen 
has been here al Greenficlds lor an hour 
and her training has started. “Put your 
things away in the cupboards.” Mr 
Stankin told her. ‘Then I want you to 
take a bath, A nice relaxing warm bath. 

After that I want you in these things 
I've put out. I shall come up for you 
io an hour. Then we'll make a start. 
Yes?” 


Helen is kneeling on the carpet in her 
little room. Outside it is a perfect 
September afternoon, the grounds and 
garden basking in the warm rays of the 
sun. Tranquility, That phrase in the 
Greenficlds brochure — ‘the house and 
grounds area delight, a haven of tran- 
quility,..' — would seem to be no mere 
hyperbole. But in here... 


Mr Stankin pulls the brief, tight dress 


up further. To fully reveal the ab- 
breviated triangle of black nylon which 
leaves hare a lot more of Helen’s bet- 
tom than it covers, In his other hand 
is that long, thin cane. “Stick it further 
out," he tells the kneeling girl. “Get 
your head right down and your bottom 
up, And keep it still...’ 


Helen Fenton, bent double, is shaking, 
shivering. A friend had told her 
something of this: that Greentields 
Health Centre was not the usual sort 
of health farm. It catered primarily for 


` gentemen like Mr Granford, or men 


who were unhappy with a wife's 
behaviour. The methods they used, on 
girls who were sent there. ..the friend, 
Caroline, had whispered things that 
Helen couldn't believe. Or certainly 
didn't want to believe — because she 
couldn't refuse Mr Granford's sugges- 
tion. Not if she wanted to be his 
cumpanion-sccretary. A man like Mr 
Granford could pick and choose, have 
virtually anyonc, So,.Helen is here. 
And it seems, .,that Carolinc's whispers 
were no more than the truth. 


CRACKKK...! - 


The impact of the cane sends Helen 
jerking forward, The impact and the 
slinging red-hot pain. Oh please 
God,..! She can’t take that sort of pain. 
Not possibly. But...she doesn't have 


any choice. 


‘Keep it still. Or PI have to go on all 
aliemoon... 
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“That was quite good yesterday, Helen, 
Not too noisy, and not tou much 
writhing and rolling about, Yes, nut tov 
bad for your first time. 1 think you'll 
come along nicely with that, And prac- 
tice makes perfect, doesn't it? You're 
going to pel lots and lots of practice of 
course. But this morning we'll try 
something different, eh? Outside. It's 
such a lovely morning.” 


Helen, standing in the dining room, 
with Mr Stankin, is not wearing a lot. 
Not that little black dress today, or her 
brown suit. Nothing in fact. Except 
rather sexy underwear. Plus her white 
courts again. Black stockings and the 
black suspender belt and a sexy black 
bra. The sole remaining garment can 
hardly be described as knickers, A 
thong perhaps is more accurate: a nar- 
row strip of black nylon between her 
legs that at the rear leaves ALL (not 


just most) of Helen’s bottom bare, 


Mr Stankin slaps a bare cheek, “Yes, 
vulside Helen dear. An cxercise in the 
discipline of self-control. ' 


It is another lovely mild, sunny morn- 
ing — which is perhaps just as well lor 
Helen Fenton. She is made to stand 
over at the edge of the lawn under a 
large ash tree, With herdegs wide apart 
and her arms raised, wrists together, 


‘I want you to pretend you're suspend- 
ed from that branch by your wrists. 
And J want you to hold that position. 
T shall be keeping an eye on you and 
if you're not doing it properly, not slay- 
ing like that, [ shall have to give you 
the cane again. OK” 


Mr Slankin goes ofl, back into the 
houe. Helen lets out a whimpering 
sound, Her arms are already hurting. 
How long is she supposed to stay like 
this? He didn't say. Turning her head 
Helen can see Mr Walling over ta the 
left, raking up leaves which have begun 
to fall. And Mr Walling — Arthur — 
can presumably sce her in this 
humiliating position, standing like this 
with virtually nothing on. But he has 
seen other girls in this same predica- 
ment no doubt, being trained in 
discipline and obedience. She can't 
worry about Mr Walling, il is her arms. 
They are getting worse. A lot worse. 
She is not going to be able to hold this 
position for long. He didn’t say how 
lung. Is she allowed to give herself a 
brief rest...? 


Mr Stankin comes back out a little 
later. He is carrying his cane. “Not do- 
ing as well as you should, Helen. I saw 
you take a break, That means three 
strokes of the cane.” 


Mr Stankin makes her stand against the 
trunk of the tree with her arms round 
it. Helen’s breath hisses out as the cane 
bites into her bare bottom, Once... and 
twice...and then the third... 


“Now we'll try again,” he tells her, “Do 
better this time, Remember somebody 
will be watching from the house — and 
youre going to be oul here all 
morning,’ 


Mr Stankin moves behind Helen and 
unfastens her bra strap. ‘I think we'll 
have this off, eh?’ He pulls her bra off. 
His hands come round and briefly fon- 
dle Helen's bare nipples. He gives a 
harsh little laugh and then walks back 
to the house, ber bra dangling from his 
hand, 


ON BOARD THE 


“This is Julie,’ Mr Burhill says. “Our 
new recruit. Can you get her properly 
kitted out? There should be an outfit 
that will fit in the store room. And 
make sure it does fit, Angela. Nice and 
snug.’ His forefingers comes out and 
pokes Angela firmly in the middle. “If 
it’s not a proper fit I shall know whom 
to blame, shan’t I?’ 


Angela says a nervous ‘Yes sir!’ Smart- 
ly raising her hand to her cap she 
salutes. It is a sailor’s cap with T S 
VICEROY in gold lettering on the 
black ribbon. This legend is repeated 
in large black letters on the front of her 
g white short-sleeved tee-shirt. The tee- 
shirt is a very snug fit and Julie can see 
close to the S and the R of TS 
VICEROY the protruding nipples of 
Angela’s boobs. She has clearly not got 
a bra on — or indeed anything else 
under that tee-shirt. It also looks very 
much as if there is nothing either under 


TS VICEROY 


A VICEROY 


the snugly-hugging brief white shorts 
which are Angela’s other main garment 
(in addition to the already mentioned 
items there are white knee-socks and 
black flat-heeled shoes). This is the 
uniform which ‘nice and snug’ Julie 
herself is going to have to wear. She 
sucks thoughtfully at her lower lip, 
glances at Mr Burhill and murmurs 
‘Thank you Sir.’ Should she try a salute 
like Angela? No. She is not in uniform 
— not yet — and anyway hasn't been 
taught. Not saluting or anything else. 
Julie is a new recruit. 


She has just been brought by taxi to this 
house on the broad sweep of the 
estuary. Inside to be taken to Mr 
Burhill who in turn has called in this 
girl, Angela, in the T S VICEROY 
uniform who has smartly saluted and 
is now standing at attention. Julie is 
also standing but not at attention, 
though wondering vaguely if she 


should. She is in a print blouse and dark 
blue skirt, a pretty blonde with blue 
eyes and soft, rather pouty mouth — 
when she is not thoughtfully chewing 
her lower lip. Julie is of medium height 
and the blouse and skirt indicate a nice- 
ly rounded figure underneath. Angela 
is a brunette and taller — but also good- 
looking and nicely rounded too. Of this 
latter fact in Angela’s case, in her brief 
and form-hugging outfit, there can be 
no doubt whatsoever. 


Mr Burhill gives Julie a quizzical look, 
pokes Angela in the soft midriff again, 
says, ‘Right then,’ and turns to the 
door. He is also in uniform, like 
Angela. Except that it is not at all like 
Angela’s; there is a long navy-blue coat 
of somewhat archaic cut — a sort of 
frock-coat — showing white collar and 
navy tie, plus navy-blue trousers. He 
exits and closes the door. Angela 
visibly relaxes. One hand leaves her 
side to rub at her front where Mr 
Burhill’s finger has poked. She grins 
at Julie. 


‘Hello then. Julie, right? Welcome 
aboard. So you’ve just arrived? I’m 
Cadet Captain. You'll be in my squad 
of course so if there’re any problems 
I can get it in the neck. Or more ac- 
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curately on the sit-upon. So I have to 
have some discipline. OK?” 


Julie has stopped chewing her lower 
lip. She turns to look around. ‘Yes. 
Sure. What's it like here? What's he 
like?” 


Angela grins again. ‘Mustn’t complain, 
must you? I mean the walls could have 
ears, couldn’t they? Bugged.” 


‘Really?’ Julie’s blue eyes are innocent- 
ly wide. Angela giggled. ‘Not really. 
Just my little joke. I mean it could be 
worse, couldn’t it? I mean being in 
prison is probably worse. Maybe.’ She 
gives another little laugh. 


Julie laughs too. Angela is joking. The 
room they are in is largely empty ex- 
cept for the piano at one end. She steps 
over to look out of the window. The 
house is set away from the sea with a 
path going down to it through the lush 
looking lawn. The water, a hundred 
yards away perhaps, does not look at 
all inviting: grey and sullen like the 
sky. It is not raining but it looks as if 
it could at any moment. Two gulls go 
wheeling by. Angela who has come 
over to the window, squeezed Julie’s 
arm. 


*Wouldn't want any nude swimming 
today, would we?’ 


Julie shivers. ‘Do we have to?’ 


‘Sometimes. Sometimes in the sea and 
sometimes in the pool. It’s good exer- 
cise, Mr Burhill says. And we have to 
be fit, don’t we? How about a nude run 
round the grounds. Half an hour non- 
stop. How are you going to like that?’ 
*Cripes! I can't run. And...with 
nothing on?’ 


Angela’s hand squeezes. ‘Everyone has 
to run. Fitness. I expect you'll run, 
Julie dear, and faster than you think 
you can, when you’ve had Mr Burhill’s 
cane on your bare bott. At 6 o’clock 
on a really freezing morning say. 
Maybe raining as well.’ 


Julie turns from the window and gives 
Angela a weak grin. Angela is probably 
joking. Trying to scare her. She sucks 
in the pink lower lip again with white 
even teeth. Angela pulls her close, face 
to face. The taller girl’s boobs with 
their nipples pushing out into T S 
VICEROY come into yielding contact 
with Julie’s. Angela’s voice is soft, a 
bit husky: 


“Pl have to protect you, won't I? From 
Mr Burhill's worse excesses. And of 
course there’s Mr Sparger. The 
Bo’sun. We’ve got to see him now, 
about your uniform.’ She giggles, and 
briefly flicks a wet tongue into the pret- 
ty pink ear. ‘He’s bound to. Isn't he?” 


Julie doesn’t have an answer, doesn’t 
really know what Angela means. The 
tongue briefly in her ear and then out 
again has been like a small electric 
shock, She twists away. Angela lets 
go...but in the process slides her hand 
across Julie’s boobs. “He's bound to,” 
she repeats. ‘He'll certainly want to see 
these.’ 


Julie’s soft pink mouth falls open. Her 
heart rate has suddenly moved up a 
gear. Angela has deliberately felt her 
tits. Julie’s cheeks are showing pink 
now but she doesn’t say anything. 
Angela says, ‘Come on then.” 


Julie follows her out. Along a corridor 
and past a door through the glass panel 
of which can be seen two other girls 
in the T S VICEROY uniform sitting 
at a table, writing. Past some other 
closed doors and then down bare con- 
crete steps, into a basement. A plain 
wooden door here has STORE ROOM 


lettered on it. Angela knocks. A voice 
says, “Come in.” Angela makes a face 
at Julie, then opens the door. 


Opposite is a counter wth behind it 
wooden shelves packed with various 
items. In front of the counter there is 
an open space with a couple of wooden 
chairs. In one of these a man is sitting 
reading a newspaper but he has look- 
ed up to take in the two girls as they 
enter. He looks older than Mr Burhill 
who would be about 40. This man 
could be 50 or more, balding with a 
weather-beaten appearance. He is get- 
ting to his feet now. He is not tall but 
bulky, in navy bell bottoms and similar 
roll neck sweater which has on the front 
in white the now familiar T S 
VICEROY. 


‘New girl, Mr Sparger,’ Angela says, 
coming to attention and saluting as she 
has to Mr Burhill. Julie. Mr Burhill 
said to get her kitted out.’ 


Mr Sparger's eyes go quickly over 
Julie as she stands at Angela’s side in 
a sort of half-attention position. 
‘Orlright. I should think we could 
oblige. Julie eh?" 


*Shall...I do it, Mr Sparger? Mr Burhill 


said...” 


“No, no.’ Mr Sparger moves in close 
to Angela. His hand goes behind her 
to the seat of the snug-fitting shorts. It 
takes hold of one ripe cheek. ‘No, I 
shouldn’t think that is necessary, young 
Angela. I can ’andle this noo recruit. 
Get "er nicely kitted out. Yes you jus” 
leave "er with me.” 


Perhaps to speed Angela on her way 
or maybe simply because he wants to 
do it, Mr Sparger's hand proceeds on 
a sudden much more invasive action. 
Pushing it under the soft cheeks of her 
bottom and in between the tops of her 
thighs. Angela gasps, and jerks for- 
ward. For the moment the hand is still 
there, probing further between her legs. 
Angela squeals...and manages to get 
away. Mr Sparger, grinning, lets her 
go. He is right now most interested in 
this new recruit. 


“Orlright, Angela?’ As she got to go 
to you when I’ve done with ‘er?’ 


“Yes.” Angela’s voice is shaky. She can 
still feel that hand between her legs, 
wickedly exploring her intimacies. Her 
eyes briefly meet Julie’s. Julie is chew- 
ing her lip again, half aware of what 


Mr Sparger has done to the other girl 
and conscious of the fact that she 
herself is now to be left with him. 
Angela's eyes in that brief meeting are 
saying something. What? Good Luck 
perhaps. 


Angela has gone and the door is clos- 
ed. It is just Julie and Mr Sparger now. 
‘Stand up straight then,” he tells her. 
“Miss New Recruit. Julie what?’ 


*M...Millings,” she stutters. 


“Millings, Mr Sparger. Or Mr Bo’sun.’ 
His hand comes out and pinches Julie’s 
waist. *Orlright New Cadet Millings?’ 


“Y...Yes...Sir...Mr Sparger Sir.’ 


‘That’s more like it. And stand still. 
No squirmin”. Shoulders back. Stick 
out those things in front. So you bin 
sent ‘ere for a bit of trainin’. Is that it?’ 


“Yes Sir. Mr Sparger.” 


“Well. You'll get it "ere orlright. Noo 
Cadet Millings. We can train a girl so 
’ard she won't know which way is up. 
Oh yes, we’ll very soon put a bit of 
trainin’ into you, my girl. But first your 
uniform, eh?’ ‘Ow big would you be? 
“Ave you got much meat on you?” 


As he spoke Mr Sparger was turning 
Julie round, so that her back was 
towards him, and then in the same 
movement his hands came round her 
front. To cup Julie’s tits. She emits a 
squeaky moan. These large male hands 
suddenly and shockingly on her soft 
and sensitive boobs protected only by 
the thin layer of blouse and the equal- 
ly flimsy bra underneath. They are 
good-sized, not overly large but pert 
and firm. Mr Sparger's hands are 
roughly squeezing them. 


‘Ow much "ave we got "ere then, Julie? 
A couple of nice 'an'fuls? After some 
long seconds he lets go. ‘An’ what 
about this?” 


This is Julie's bottom. His two hands 
behind her are at Julie’s bottom, a 
cheek cupped in each. Julie squeals 
again. Mr Sparger cackles. Lets go. 


‘Get it all off then, my girl. Let's "ave 
a look at you. I'll see what we got 
that'll fit.” 


He walks away, to go behind the 
counter. Julie is left standing in- 
decisively. She knows what he said: get 
all her clothes off. But... 


From behind the counter he gives her 
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a darting look. “Get them off, Cadet 
Millings. Or I'll come an'd do it for 
you. Double quick. An’ then "ave you 
over my lap to give that pretty arse a 
tanning...” 


This galvanises Julie into action alr 
ight. Her hands go immediately to the 
buttons of her blouse. Taking her 
clothes off in front of Mr Sparger is 
awful but not half as awful as having 
him do it and then...that other. In dou- 
ble quick time, in spite of fumbling 
fingers, Julie is down to her decorous 
white knickers and bra, plus the black 
flat-heeled shoes she has been told to 
wear in coming here. And now...did 
he mean everything? Julie doesn’t have 
a lot of doubt — if only because it was 
pretty clear that Angela had nothing 
under her uniform top and shorts. 


Mr Sparger now confirms this. He has 
brought out some items of clothing — 
including a couple of the sailor caps. 
He places these things on a chair and 
turns his attention back to the hesitating 
Julie. A hand comes out to grab the 
front of her brief knickers, pulling out 
ticated top and letting go, so that 
arply back against Julie’s 


bare flesh. 


‘Come on! Come on! We ‘aven’t got 
all day. Get the rest off. Double quick. 


Yes. The bra first. It comes off and 
there unhappily revealed are Julie’s pert 
nude tits, pinkly nippled like the pret- 
ty pink of her soft mouth — and indeed 
like the rest of Julie’s face which is now 
blushing rosily. ‘Keep goin’. Now the 
knicks,’ Mr Sparger tells her. He is 
close again and his two hands reach to 
jiggle the nude boobs. This is truly 
awful...but Julie, with n choice, is 
making herself go on. Her hands 
sliding down the snug white knickers. 
Off over the shiny black shoes, her dip- 
ping nude boobs still held by Mr 
Sparger as she bends. Now she is quite 
bare apart from the shoes. Her breath 
suddenly hisses out. One of the hands 
is no longer at those pert pro- 
tuberances. It has slid down 
lower...Julie moans...the hand is cup- 
ping her at her very centre....the 
blonde bush... 


‘Think we'll ‘ave something to fit? For 
anice plump one like New Cadet Mill- 
ings? Eh?’ 


Mr Sparger lets go. From the little pile 
of clothes on the chair he holds up a 
tee-shirt bearing the T S VICEROY 
logo. Julie, shaking all over, feeling hot 


and cold all over, grabs it, pulls it on 
over her blonde head. If you want a 
tight, snug fit then this is a very good 
fit. Mr Burhill of course does want 
that... 


“Stand straight. Hands at your sides.” 
Mr Sparger’s hand squeezes a now tee- 
shirted boob. ‘Not too bad, eh? Should 
do.’ The hand let go, slides down and 
briefly flicks at Julie’s blonde pussy. 
She squeals....but he is already turn- 
ing away, to the chair again. A pair of 
shorts this time. Julie has to bend and 
slip off her shoes...which gives another 
good opportunity for Mr Sparger to 
grab at her bare bottom...but then she 
is, gratefully, pulling up the shorts. 
They are tight and snug all right, just 
like the top. 


“Stand straight again.’ Mr Sparger's 
hand reaches round to feel the taut — 
indeed drum-tight — seat of the shorts. 
‘Not bad either,’ is his opinion. The 
hand squeezes as much as it can con- 
tain in its grasp. ‘Yes. That seems to 
be it. Unless we could manage to get 
you in a size smaller. Eh Julie?” 


That would seem to be literally im- 
possible Julie thinks. If she's not 
careful, in bending over and such-like, 
these one could easily spit in two. Julie 


shakes her head, blonde hair bobbing. 
‘No...I really...’ 


Mr Sparger does not seem to wish to 
aruge the point. He tells Julie to put on 
a pair of white knee-socks and then her 
shoes again. There is also the cap...but 
first of all... 


*C'mere,” he tells her. Mr Sparger is 
now sitting down on the chair. 


*A bit slow in respondin’ earlier, Cadet 
Millings. An' as you're a noo recruit 
you need it anyway. A good tanning” 
of that pretty arse. Get the shorts down 
and get ‘ere over my lap.” 


* * * 


“Hey! Pretty smart! Turn round, let 
me see.’ Julie turns. Angela pats the 
pert bottom tightly encased in the white 
shorts. ‘Yes a really tight fit. Mr 
Burhill can't complain about that.” 


Julie, following Mr Sparger’s instruc- 
tions, has found her way from the 
storeroom up to this room on the first 
floor which is Angela’s. A small room 
with a desk and a couple of chairs and 
two single beds, one made up, the other 
with the bed clothes neatly folded in 
a pile. The window looks out on the 


lawn and the sea beyond, so it is on the 
same side of the house as that room 
downstairs with the piano. Julie is in 
the full cadet uniform now, including 
a sailor cap set firmly on her ash-blonde 
head. She has brought the bundle of her 
own clothes which is now deposited on 
the desk. 


‘How was Mr Sparger? I expect I can 
guess though.’ Angela makes a face. 


Julie flushes. She would rather not be 
reminded of what Mr Sparger was like. 
‘Grabby?’ prompts Angela. “He's 
always grabby. Whenever he gets half 
a chance. Well, you saw him with me. 
And with you he had a whole chance. 
Anything else? Did he spank your 
bottom?’ 


Julie, red-faced, nods. Angela puts an 
arm round her. ‘He would. He'll do 
that as well whenever he thinks he can. 
There’s no point complaining, though. 
I mean you don't want to go to Mr 
Burhill unless you have to — otherwise 
you can simply find yourself in worse 
trouble. At least it wasn't a caning. Mr 
Sparger isn't allowed to cane us. Only 
Mr Burhill — or of course if it’s a 
visitor from Headquarters. 


The information that Mr Sparger can't 


cane is welcome as far as it goes but 
the other — who are these visitors? — 
is not. And even if Mr Sparger can't 
cane he can do pretty dreadful things. 
Julie still has the hot memory of being 
spread over his lap with her shorts 
down round her knees. His groping 
hand on her bare bottom. Groping and 
messing about...and then really bang- 
ing down. As hard as he could it felt 
like, and going on and on. ‘Keep it still, 
Miss...’ But poor Julie couldn't keep 
her devastatingly assaulted rear still. 


“If you want I’ve got some cream I can 
rub in,’ Angela says. ‘It'll help if it’s 
still stinging.’ Julie after a moment's 
hesitation shyly shakes her head. 
Angela laughs. 


“Not shy are you? Julie dear. Not with 
me.’ Playfully she pokes her finger in 
Julie’s abdomen. Once...and 
twice..and then, giggling, slides the 
hand down and briefly feels the crotch 
of the tight shorts. Hot-faced, Julie 
jerks away, as if stung by the hand 
momentarily on her pussy. 


“Anyway, I’ve got some news. Mr 
Burhill said you're to be in her with 
me. For your first week at least. The 
other rooms are full up.’ Angela 
smiles. ‘What a privilege, eh? To be 
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in with your squad captain.’ Her tone 
changes. ‘But really, it’s be super. Be- 
ing in here together. I expect you'll 
need a bit of sympathy — after a can- 
ing from Mr Burhill. Or one of those 
bloody runs with nothing on. Don’t you 
think so, Julie?” 


Angela has taken hold of her, pulling 
the new girl close. ‘I can certainly do 
with a spot of sympathy myself when 
I get that bloody cane. And you'll be 
able to do that, won't you Julie dear? 
Give me sympathy...or something...” 


As Julie wonders what exactly Angela 
means the other girl’s face comes 
against hers...and Angela gives her a 
wet, sexy kiss on the mouth. Julie tries 
to move her mouth away but Angela 
is holding her firmly, one hand gripp- 
ing her head, so that she can’t move 
away. The kiss continues...with 
Angela’s tongue pushing it’s way into 
Julie’s shocked mouth. The kiss is on- 
ly stopped by the sudden buzzing of the 
room intercom. 


* * * 
Outside, at the rear of the house, by 


the pool. The two girls are standing at 
ease at the side, feet apart, hands loose- 


ly clasped behind their backs. Shoes 
have been given a quick rub, socks are 
pulled smartly up so that there is no 
suspicion of a wrinkle. Caps are firm- 
ly, squarely on the two heads, brunette 
and blonde. On parade. Mr Burhill’s 
voice on the intercom: ‘Angela. I want 
youand the new girl on parade at the 
pool. Fifteen minutes. Got that? 


The weather is still pretty miserable, 
the sky grey and overcast. The water 
in the pool looks ciy. But they’re 
not...going to have to go in? Are they? 
Julie has anxiously queried this back 
in the room and again in a frightened 
whisper once they are out here and she 
can see the water coldly lapping against 
the sides. Angela has told her she 
doesn’t know, and this is true. 


“He might. You can’t tell. It might just 
be a drill, and you have got to be taught 
your drill. Both are in uniform of 
course — although perhaps one 
shouldn’t say ‘of course’ because it is 
not impossible, if they had been detail- 
ed to go on a run, that they could be 
in socks and trainers only and other- 
wise nude. Or again and perhaps not 
quite as bad, in socks and trainers plus 
a skimpy pair of white knickers. That 
can sometimes be the kit for running. 
But these girls are in the proper 


uniform. Their names are Diane and 
Heather. 


They stop, want to know who Julie is, 
and grinningly ask if the two of them 
are going in for a swim. Angela tells 
them to go away, they are waiting for 
Mr Burhill and mustn’t be seen talk- 
ing. ‘Her name is Julie,’ she says curt- 
ly. ‘In my squad.’ 


They go off, to whatever detail they 
have been given, the blonde one, 
Heather, with a parting, ‘Have a nice 
swim, it looks lovely.” 


“They're in another squad,’ Angela 
tells Julie out of the side of her mouth. 
‘Green Squad. Not shut up...” 


Because Mr Burhill has appeared. The 
tall, bearded figure in the long frock- 
coat and with his white peaked cap 
under one arm. And also...carrying a 
cane! Julie, eyes suddenly frantic at the 
sight of the cane, makes a litte 
whimpering sound. He is walking 
unhurriedly towards them, his shoes 
making a ringing sound on the paving 
stones. Both girls though standing ‘at 
ease’ are suddenly stiff, tense. Certain- 
ly not at ease. 


Mr Burhill comes up close in front of 


them. ‘Here we are then. Not a bad 
afternoon, Angela. Not bad for a swim 
would you say? Would you think our 
new recruit would like to show us her 
swimming ability?” 
Angela snaps a smart salute. 
‘Uh...don’t really know Sir. 


‘Don’t know, Angela? I don't know 
that I like don’t knows from one of my 
squad captains. Why about New 
Recruit Julie? What does she think?’ 


‘Uh...’ Julie remembers at the last mo- 
ment and salutes, as Angela has shown 
her. Or more or less; it is not the most 
accomplished salute ever. Mr Burhill 
moves in close. His cane is now under 
his arm with his cap this leaving his 
right hand free. The hand comes up and 
squeezes one of Julie’s boobs. 


“You'll need some practice with that 
salute, Julie. It'll have to be a lot 
smarter than that. But what about the 
water? Mmm? Looks nice, doesn’t it? 
Would you like to take off your shorts 
and top and jump in?” 


“Uh...no...really Sir.” 


The hand squeezes Julie’s other boob. 
‘Not really Sir? What would you like 


to do then? Cadet Millings.* 


What Julie would like is to be back 
home — or indeed anywhere else ex- 
cept at this awful Training Ship 
Viceroy which is not a ship at all but 
a house (more like a prison), which has 
started dreadfully and shows every sign 
of getting rapidly worse. But she can't 
very well tell Mr Burhill that. Julie 
shakes her head. What can she say? 


Mr Burhill steps back. “You both sound 
most indecisive. Angela especially 
should know better — and you, Julie, 
need to learn better. Farily rapidly. 
Therefore...what will we do, Angela? 
What should we do to help improve 
thing?’ 


Angela knows the answer to this. Un- 
fortunately. She has not much doubt 
what answer Mr Burhill wants. 


Th...the cane...sir...” 


‘That is it, Angela dear. Got it first 
time. Without any don't knows or 
aren't sures or anything. Good girl. Get 
your shorts down then. And you Julie.’ 


Oh Jesus. They are going to get the 
cane! On their bare bottoms. Julie's 
heart is suddenly going like the clap- 


pers. With stark fear. The cane!...on 
their bare bottoms. And here, outside, 
on a cold afternoon like this. She is vi 
tually paralysed with fright. Angela 
not too happy either but she knows bet- 
ter than to hesitate, or argue. Her hands 
have gone to the tape at the front of her 
shorts. Unfastening it. The thought is 
awful...but there is nothing you can 
do... 


“Get your shorts down, Julie?’ Mr 
Burhill gasps. ‘Or do you want a dou- 
ble dose...? Or triple. 


That gets her moving. As not a long 

while ago Mr Sparger’s hard. 

threat got Julie going in rem 

clothe: 

now, hardly anytime at all later, 

cane. She would almost rather jump in 

that icy water...but the shorts are com- 

ing down. The tape is unfastened and 
i ing them down. 


g are already down. She has 
been here before and knows better than 
to hang about. An order from Mr 
Burhill is an order. You jump to it. If 
not... Angela tanding up straig 
a . At attention: feet together, arms 

sides. With her shorts pushed 
down near to her knees. Standing 
straight in front of Mr Burhill, her 
dark-bushed pussy on display. Julie is 
still fumbling. 


Mr Burhill waits until Julie, having 
finally got her shorts down and glanc- 
ed at the other girl for guidance, is 
following suit, at attention. The blonde 
bush beside the dark brown one....Mr 
Burhill's eyes take in all the details. 
Then pronounce: 


“Very slow, Julie. We have to learn to 
be snappy when we're given an order. 
So...four strokes for Angela...but I 
think eight for you. Will that teach you 
a lesson that you’ll remember?’ 


Julie lets out a shocked squeal. Follow- 
ed by ‘No...please...!” Mr Burhill asks, 
‘Do you want it doubled — to 16?’ The 
new recruit stutters. ‘No Sir...Please 
Sir...” And then very sensibly shuts up. 
She is learning. 


Mr Burhill is as good as his word. 
Angela does get four, bending face- 
down over the seat of a pool chair. 
Four crisp stingers that make her gasp 
out each time the cane lands — and 
makes Julie, who has to watch, gasp 
out too. And then...it is Julie’s own 
turn over the chair seat. And she does 
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get eight. Halfway through Angela h 
to hold her in position — because Julie 
is writhing about so much, her bottom 


all over the place so that Mr Burhill has [$ 


difficulty getting a good shot at it. Julie 
is sobbing of course and when it is 
finally over and Angela lets go of her 
she simply slides off the chair, in a heap 
on the ground. Her bottom feels as if 
it has been utterly destroyed; but of 
course it is still all there, one pretty, 


round-cheeked rear, the only difference |; 


being that it does now have eight angry 
red stripes, parallel and criss-cros: 
decorating it. 


Mr Burhill makes her get up. Both girls 
have to take their shorts right off now 
nd to attention for 10 minut 
fectly still,” Mr Burhill tells Jul! 
cupping his hand round one bare and 
throbbing bottom cheek. 


‘After that both of you go back to the 
room for study. General seamanship. 
I shall probably take Blue Squad out 
in the boat tomorrow, Angela.’ He 
gives Julie’s bottom a dismissive sla 
and then does the same to Angela’s. 
Then Mr Burhill strides off. To deal 
with other girls elsewhere in the house 
no doubt. 


Continued on page 
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ALS OF A PARLOURMAID 


Itis dusk on a pleasant september evening, Il 
has been one of those lovely Indian Summer 
days, hot and golden, which autumn 
sometimes brings to Englund's shires and it is 
still warm now as the mellow stone of Hart 
grove Manor nestles in its rolling acres against 
a darkening sky, Light shows fram various of 
its many windows, some with drapes drawn 
and others not, as the house and its oecupanıs 
go about their business, The business of din- 
ner mostly at this hour, preparing it or prepar- 
ing for it; activity, some bustling and other 
more leisurely, above stairs and below, Not all 
is action, though. There ts aso waiting An- 
ticipation. There is waiting for dinner which 


is OF course generally pleasant anticipation, But 


there can also be walling for other things. 


From the stable black at the rear of the house 
a young man glances up ata window on the 
first floor, The lights are on but the drapes are 
closed so that nothing can be seen of the in- 

side. And in any case [rom his angle he 
wouldn't be able ta see much beyond she im- 
mediate vicinity of the window itself even if 
the drapes were drawn buck. But.,.be can 
nonetheless see something in his mind. A 
young woman standing there. Waiting. She will 
still be waiting at this moment. He glances at 
his watch, Yes, The master is a man of strict 
routine...Sir George Marigrove. ' 


The young man the is 22) with the keenly wat 
ching eyes is called Arthur Tradwell. He is tall 
and pleasant-looking, clean-shaven, but his 
clothing — corduroys and a cheap cloth jacket 
— indicate that he is nora member of the fami- 
ly but one of che outside stuff on the estate. 
He lives in the village with his parents and does 
nol need to he here at this hour of the even- 
ing except...for that young woman he knows, 
or believes, to be at present in that room op- 
posite on che first floor. She is close to being 
his fiancee; certainly they ace walking out as 
the expression is. Her name is Jane Linnet She 
is 19 and a parlourmaid at che Manor, 


Arthur knows Jane is in that room because she: 


tras told him. Most:days before dinner she has 
to go there. He has known this now tor a week: 
Does anyone else know? Arthur has desperately 
asked himsell this question ever since Jane told 
him. Not willingly hut somehow, a week ago, 
when they were out for a walk...it had 
somehow come out, partly forced our of Jane 
once she had begun, The dark secret thut came 
haltingly out...to leave him devastated, ‘I didn't 
want to tell you.’ she said. blinking tears after- 
wards, Ile bad wanted to tell her she must 
leave, bur ûf course he knew she couldn't do 


that. Sir George wouldn't let her, 


Perhaps no one else did know? But he knew 
that was likely. They would know the other 
inside servants. Cook ¡Mes Hagley). Mr Jermyn, 
the butler. Also (he other maids? Did the other 
girls have to go and see Sir George in that 
room? ‘S. Sarah does,’ June had whispered, 
Saral was the other parlourmaid, a pretty girl 
but nor in Arthur's eyes half as pretty as Jane. 
Sarah had Lo go at lunch time Janc mattered, 


‘Does he do it? To Sarah?’ Arthur had asked. 


Jane-wouldnt-answer — but he knew-the 


answer was ves. Dut Arthur wasn't concerned 
abour Sarah, It was kine, Every evening before 
dinner. Or almost ever) evening Almost, $0 
there was a chance it wasn't tomight. Arthur 
tried ta tell himself thar. Yesterday and tomor- 
row but maybe not right now, That would be 
something. Wat it wasn't happening. or about 
ta happen now. Arthurs eyes are intent, strain 
ing...as if somehow they could pierce the 
drapes. ‚and see thar Jane wasn’t there. He 
looks again at his wateh, 7,45... 
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7.45, That is what the clock on the mantlepiece 
shows when Jane gives if a quick glance. Then 
a glance at the door. twill open without war: 
ning because the carpet outside will deaden the 
sound of footsteps. Ungonseigusly she smooths 
a nervous hand over her white pinatore, She 
should perhaps be used to it now, and nol 
bother. not get agitated, Bat she isn’t 


Lhe room is mostly empty except for a brocad- 
ed chair and a full-length bevel mirror. Jane is 
standing away from the bav window with its 
closed drapes that looks out over the rear uf 
the house. Standing in front of the mirror. Its 
reflection shows a very pretty girl. her russet- 
brown hair piled-high on her head with a lit- 
tle lace cap pinned on the top. She is tallish and 
evidently shapely in her lung black high-heeled 
pumps. In front the dress is almost complete- 
ly covered bya full length white pinalore, the 
bodice of which shows the swell of full, firm 
breasts. Behind. the black material of the dress 
is nor tight about her Ranks but ils folds 
nonetheless indicate full, womanly 
hindquarters. 


Yes, a pretty and voluptuously-hodied young 
woman, One ol Sir Georges (wo parlourmaids. 
The one he likes to see in the evenings. before. 
dinner, Sarah who is blonde but equally well- 
built is usually before lunch. Sir George Hart- 
grove is a man of habit. A man who likes 
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routine in his pleasures as other arcas of his 
lite And now.. 


The door opens. Without warning. but then 
von do not need warning with Sir George. il 
vou knuw his routine. It is 7.17. You could 
almost seta clock by Sir George Hartgrove. He 
isin his Fifties, a biggish man with ruddy con 
plexion and thick black moustache though his 
hair is grey ing. He is dressed for dinner because 
he will go straight down when he has finished 
here with Jane. When he has had his aperitif 
us Ht were. 


He closes the door alter him, Jane, heart all at 
once Thudding as it always does, docs a quick 
curtsv. Her hands grip rhe material of the 
pinafore at her sides. He is coming close, with 
those gleaming eyes. A ward of greeting, June 
stands still, though shaking, as his two large 
hands take hold of her kirge, firm breasts 
through the layers of clothing. 


“A lovely dar, Jane. 
‘Yes Sir. The hands are squeezing, mounding. 


A hor dav for Seprember, Gets a girl hot, does 
t weather like this? 


Ihe remark is ambiguous, no doubt by inten- 
tion. Jang colours slightly but cells herself 3 
keep calm. cl. ito was a lovely day, Sir,’ 


"| koow that, Jane, but I asked you something 
else, Does this weather get ou hat? Hot down 
here | mean. As Sir George speaks one hand 
has slid down, Through the pinafore and dress 
and what is underneath it takes hold of the 
mound of Janes sex. “This. Does it get rhis hor? 


A litle whinnving sound pops from her soft 
mouth as the hand takes hold. Jane is trembl 
ing...but she must stand meckly still, “No... No 
Sir” 

"No? Not ho; for that Arthur? Eh? 


'N...No Sir” Sir Georges other hand has left 


Jane's boobs now. It is yanking up the various 


layers: pinafore and skirt and petticoat So that 
his right hand cane dip in underneath. To her 
thighs in the Mimsy white drawers., And not 
only her thighs, His hand sliding up to where 
it was before. Jane's pussy. She makes a little 
sobbing sound, 


"I hope not. my girl. I don't want vou giving 
il to him. Whatever the weather, And no ong 
else either Not Jermyn Nor to anyone who 
comes to the house, Is that understood?’ 


Jane stutcers a desperare "Yes Sir. The hand is 
there with just the single layer of her drawers 
now protecting her. Sir Georges hand that has 
pushed her thighs apart and is right chere 
Holding Jane's pussy, 


You and. Arthur Pradwell, Janc. Nothing 
planned yet Frantic eved Jane shakes her 
head. 


‘Good, Well, sec thar you discuss it with me 
betore you make any plius, I won't neeessari- 
ly object. Perhaps vou're getting to the age 
when you need tobe wed. Eh? A big. ripe girl. 
Maybe vou need a young man in bed ae night 
giving itto you. Tupping vou, Well see, eh? 
Bul until then.. lwant vou still apigia, my girl. 
Is char understood?” 


Sir George is not albwavs as bad as this. There 
is not infrequencly the hand up her skirt; and 
of course What is shortly to follow, there is 
always that. But these things he is saving.. Jane 
desperately nods her head 


Sir George grunts, He is finally taking his hand 
away. As long as hats clear Now them Lers 
have something that a girl certainly needs, eb? 
Get your skirts up.” 


Sir George tums to sit down on the chair. Jane s 
shirts have fallen back into position but she 
now has to lift them again Right up Uns time. 
round her waist. and get down over Sir 
Genrges lap, For what she somehow found 
herself telling Arthur about a week ago, Tell- 
ing him what Sir George did virtually every dav 
hetare dinner here in this coum overlooking 
the stables. Jane hadn't meant to tell him. She 
hadn't told him before although Sir George has 
heen doing it ever since she came here as 
parlourmaid. In a way it was a relief to have 
told him, to no longer have that secret from 
him. But ar che same ume it is dreadful that he 
knows.. 
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Jane hoists up her skirts Naturally there is no 


thought of refusal, of argument. Jane is a 
parlouemaid. Sir George Hartgrove's parlour- 
maid. He is her master and as such can do vir 
tually what he wants with her. And if he wants 
کا‎ spank ber bare bottom every day before 
dinner... 


Jane's shirts are up. There are white stockings 


and white cotton knee-length drawers which 
are tight over her bottom to reveal the volup- 
tuvus swell of the cheeks, She would not 
choose to wear drawers as tight as this but they 
are what Sir George insists on. Jane is now 
lowering herself over Sir Georges lap. Right 
aver so that the ripe curves of her bottom 
checks in the tight cotton are squarely across 
his thighs. Janc’s head is down close to the 
carpet. She grimaces, Sir George’s hand is play- 
ing with her bottom, Squeezing and patting, 
rolling the ripe Hesh under his palm. And chen 
the hands are tuggind down the tight trousers... 


Outside ..the silent watcher waits, He has no 
means of knowing if anything is happening 


behind those closed curtains, But from what - 
Jane has reluctantly told him Ihe chances are 
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very high. Most days, she said. And when press- 
cu further chat apparendy meant whenever sir 
George had no more urgent duties at this hour 
— and he usually doesn’t, So... a0 probably is, 
Wistea tas The probability is very high Una 
Jane at this moment is over Sit George's hip. 
With her skirt and petticoats up and her 
drawers down, And for the next 10 minutes 
— ur Maybe longer because Sir George, master 
in his owg house. can delay the dinner hour 
if he so wishes — for the next 10. 15. 20 
minutes or however long he wants, Sir 
George's large hand will be cracking down on 
10 Jane s Dared huttom. 


Arthur turns away as a figure crosses the cour 
ward. Itis lack Skaper, head groom, a man of 
50 or so, Arthur doesn't want to he seen gaz 
ing desperately up al the window Does hick 
Slaper know? Arthur has no way of knowing 
but it is quite possibly, He tries to push that 
possibility out of his mind as Jack greets hi 


"Not home yet then. young Arthur? Waiting for 
thar Jane? | reckon vou | have to wait a bit vet, 
She won't be through U alter dinner.” 


Does hick know? Is there perhaps a slight grin 
on his face? It is dark now apart from the light 
coming Irom the house, itis probably Arthur's 
imagination. But grin or nat Jack Shiper may 
be picturing whal Arthur Tradwelt himself is 
unhappily picturing: Jane over Sir Georges lap. 
Her ripe bottom red from the repeated impact 
of her master’s hand. 
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“sland up then. 


Sir George is red in the face now. 7 face 
is red and teartul as well. Having your bare bot 
tom spanked really hard tor 10 or 12 minutes 
is a shaking experience. Eyen ifitis something 
vou routinely get most days. Jane s bottom of 
course is even redder than her face, She has 
struggled to her feet. to stand with her skirts 
still held high round her waist. Ihe drawers 
remain lowered round her white-stockinged 
legs. The stockings are fastened by a white 
suspender belt and its taut straps frame the 
quivering flesh of haunches and thighs Her 
red-hot bottom i away from Sir George's view 
now as she has to stand facing him. Making 
herselt stand straight like this. showing 
everything. in particular the thick brown bush 
of her pussy... 


Iris thar rhat Sir George’s hot eves are on. His 
eyes. amd then his hand... 


“Youll remember what ۱ said. my gir A bit 
earlier, About this, Eh? 


Jane makes a gasping sound of assent, The hand 
is cupping the hot, moist bush, The dreadful 
spanking, and now this. She feels sick. 


‘You're serious, ch, You and young Tradw ll’ 
An E 


Two fingers between Jane's legs push apart the 
moist ips at her quim, WeI have a char then, 
When you're thinking ahuut something, | don't 
expect PIL 7 
Alright” ۱ 


More gasping sounds from June, Her legs are 
like rubber. This is wore than usual, a lot 
worse than usual. The fieree spanking...and 
now this. One of the fingers has found her tight 
entrance, It pushes up inside her 


"But nothing until then. my girl. Net young Ar- 
thor Tradwell or anyone else, Jermyn: I have 
The idea he’s sniffing after it. Is chat right...” 


¥ + > 


Arthur's lonely vigil is finally rewarded later 
in the evening when after dinner Jane is ably 
te slip outside für a moment. “You're still here.” 
she says softly, her hand taking his, her bright 
eves shining in the dark, “Tthought you would 
tave gone home.” 


Arthur gives hera quick, fierce hug. He wants 
to sk but at the same time he doesn't. His mind 
demands details but at the same time it would 
be made sick by them. Y can t be out lang * she 
tells him. “Me Jermyn wants me back,’ 


Ronald Jermyn. die buter. As such he has as 
much authority over Jane as Sir George. More 
ina way because Jermyn is m day-to-day charge 
of lane's duties. He is the one she is answerable 
ا‎ throughour the day. I need you in the 
house. he told her a few minutes ago. | cant 
have vou Moning around outside with chat 
Arthur Tradwell.' 


Jane hasn't told Arthur about Jermyn, Arthur 
has asked about him. suspecting that the butler 
might faney June. but she has denied there is 
anything, Sir George aud Jermyn would he too 
much tot ell him. But the truth is that Jermyn 
does Maney her, He is always trying to pet her 
into lirrle corners about the house, to press up 
against her, grabbing her body, while he nikes 
his hot suggestions, Sir George knows this. or 
some of it at least. And others in the house 
know itis well, Jermyn also fancies Sarah, hut 
Jane is the one he is really after, And as with 
Sir George there is nota lot she can do about 
it. Mr Jermyn is in charge of June, She has to 
obey. $0 when he says he wants her back in 
the honse shortly sie will have to comply 


In the dark June kisses Arthur, then breaks ber 
mouth away. “lve gat to go in. Go home now. 
I can see vou tomorrow.” Tomorrow, Saturday, 

is a half d; ty for Jane and Arthur has $: murday 
afternoons off too. They can perhaps take a bus 
trip to the town, “Are you sure?” Arthur asks, 
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Because sometimes Mr Jermyn van be 
awkward. Telling Jane he needs her on Satur- 
daw afternoon, she can have another afternoon 
alt. Mr Jermyn is nor concerned thin this may 
wreck all Jane's plans — in fact this may well 
he the reason if he suspects she has something 
arranged with Arthur, Jane is aware that this 
is sometimes the reason Me Jermyn does it, 
though she basit said so specifically to Arthur. 
Yes, IÓ be alright.” she tells him naw, “And 
now Tye got tn go. 


Neither of them dias mentioned Janes pre 
dinner session with Sir George. I is of course 
in Arthur's mind: (۲۷ would desperately like to 
ash and be told that this an least is ane evening 
she hasn't had it — but on the other hand t 
have it confirmed thut Jane has would make 
things much worse, It is very much m June ss 
mind still tou — it was warse this evening. one 
af the worst she has had. Arthur doesn't know 
that. He also doesn't know about Mr Jermyn 
— wha will probably be waiting for her when 
she gets back inside... 


Yes The butler is there. hovering, as soon is 
Jane is in the house I want to see you. he cells 
her and heads tor his room, Jane has to follow 
In his room with the door closed Jermyn 
pushes Ihe pretty parlourmaid up against che 
wall. Been out cunoodling then. young Jane? 


That Arthur been getting you all hol and 


excited” 


Mr Jermyn is grabbing her. grabbing at [anes 
boobs. She mikes litte sounds af protest but 
there is nota lot she can do about it. Mr ler- 
myn is her boss. he can make life pretty dread 
ful for her if he wishes. He could arrange things 
so Chat she couldn't see Arthur at all. So fane 
can't do anything other than accept these 
lands. Which are not only at her boobs hut at 
her pussy, and reaching round ar her bottom 
as well, 


‘What were vou two al’ Did yon let him get 
your drawers downt 


Jang gaspingly denies Un they did any thing ar 
all ۱ ا٥5۱‎ believe it, voung woman.. You te 
lat, | can teil What about the master? Did he 
give you a good going over earlier?’ 


Mr Jermyn is still all over Jane. One hand has 
gone up the front of her skirts, “Ves!” she Insses, 
while making some sort of effort to stop the 
hand 


Alı. Atleast the master knows what you need 
then, A girl who's hot needs her bottum hot- 
ting up regularly. And as you've been out again 
now, getting all hot and steamy between these 
thighs. „I reckon you could do with another 
dose. Come on. Get your drawers down, 


Mr Jermyn leis go of Jane, To stride over to the 
door and lock it. She gives a despairing look 
hut there is nothing she can do, If Mr Jermyn 


wills to spank her bottom, like sir George. 
there is nothing Jane can do about it. In theory 
there is something of course IE she der the 
butler have something else, something that he 
desires Much more than spanking her ۰ 
tom. doubtless then he wouldnt insist on 4 
spanking. But as Jane is certainly nor going to 
agrer to Ihat andit is something ۲۰ can 
Not insist on indeed Sir George has specitical 
Iv instructed Jane today and on earlier oec 
sions Nor LO alow iy then.. there remains Mr 
Jermmn s next best pleasure. W hich Jane can 
not refuse. Sir George has no objection to his 
butler spanking his parlourmaid s bare bortom. 
as he does himself, 


So kane has no choice and she knows there is 
no point in pleading, IP Mr Jermyn is in the 
Mood For spanking her bottom then he is go 
ing lo de it. Just like Sir George, What is hap- 
pening is nora particularly rare occurrence. I 
doesn't happen every dav as it virtually does 
with the master, but it is not infreguent. 
Sometimes she can keep out of Mr Jermyn’s 
wily, or he may have other things occupying 
him (including gering ar sarah), Bay itis not 
mirequent. Arthur does e know... 


Arthur Tradwell, walking home on this 711 
September evening. is picturing Jane doing her 
final duties oF the evening before retiring to the 
little room she shares with Sarah. The fact dit 
they share room is reassuring. With the two 
of them together Arthur doesnt have to im 
aging Sir George going in there at night and get- 
ting at any in bed, Ia gentleman is randy and 
inclined that way then Chere is nothing a girl. 
a helpless parlourmaid. can do about it. But Sir 
George al least does not have the urge in that 
direction — otherwise he would have the two 
girls in separate rooms. Ina way, perhaps. Ar- 
thur thiks he should be thankful he doesnt 
have that worse thing to worry, abour: Sir 
George getting in fines bed. on top of her, 
when the finev takes Dim. No. there is not 
that. but nonetheless heis not able to view the 
spanking she gets virtually ever dav without 
a sich fecling in his stomach- But at least it is 
now over, she will be in there with Sarah, 


As Arthur strides along the road from the 
Manor, though, the steel of his heels ringing 
in the still night. Jane in fact is not vet in the 
little room with Sarah, She is in Jermyn's room. 
Over his lap. Her skirts up round her waist, her 
drawers down around her knees, Her magniti- 
cent bare bottom, the ripe flesh spanned hy the 
taut white suspender straps. in the same posi- 
lion it was when carlicr Arthur was gazing up 
at the window, The splendid cheeks bared 
across a mits thighs. And û mans hånd solat- 
ting hard down. And then pausing to do 1 spot 
ol fondling. Sliding in between the squirming 
thighs. (You're hot there, aren't you, young 
woman?) And then splarting hard down 
agin , 


Today, Saturday. has been another of dose 
glorious Indian Summer days; and today Jane 


and Arthur. it being their halt day off. have. 


been able to get out and enjoy it. A bus ride 
into the nearby town where they have done 
some shopping. had tea in the teu shop. ele: 
aver pleasant break. But Jane was able to get 
away only after the problems with Mr Jermyn. 


Perhaps she shouldn't have told him, when he 
asked. that she planned ro go our with Arthur; 
Jane could have hed, said she was seciog her 
mother or something like that But there was 
always the chance of the lie being detected, 
because other peaple in the house would pro- 
bably know, $o Jane had told him, hoping 
against hope. Me Jermyn of course had been 
awkward. He couldn't let her go, he said, he 
needed fine lor some extra work. Sir George's 
nephew was visiting, However he could 
perhaps let her go as a favour...it Jane would 
stop being silly about a certain matter. Sle wis 
a big girl and didn't need ro continue being silly 
about chat particular ching. 


June wasin no doubt what this thing wits, Red- 
faced she said she coukbwt, For one thing Sir 
George had expressly forbidden it, Mr Jermyn, 
hands groping. as they nsually were when he 
had Jane in the privacy of his room. said hotly 
in her ear that Sir George didn't have to hnos 
Nu one needed to know, 


Hot and Nustered from the hands, Jane shook 
her head, She wasn't going to let him. She 
would never be able to face Arthur again if she 
did — or even for that matter face Sit George. 
Jermyn wouldn't at first accept her refusal, He 
kept on, and his hands kept on But eventual- 
ly he did seem Lo accept that he wasn't going 
to ger it — or not on this occasion ar least. 


“All right. I you insist on being a silly girl, Jane 
But silly girls need their bottoms dealt with, 


dont they? PU let you have the afternoon off 


— but iff do Im going to give von something 
else first. Im going to give vou the cane. my 
girl. If vou agree to that you can ger your skirts 
up and your drawers down, And if you don't 
agree you'll stay here. 


so Jane on her afternoon off had four red 
stripes across thar sumptuous bottom. It was 
the first time she has been caned, The pain, as 
the cane impacted onto her bare nates, bent 
over Mr Jermyn's chuir, had been quite 


unbelievable. And there was the thought as well 


now, on this otherwise lovely afternoon out: 
chat Mr Jermyn could be planning to do it again 
Waiting for her with the cane when she got 
hack, This thought certainly took away a litle 
of the pleasure from her outing: Thinking back 
to that cane, Jane had the feeling that she 
wouldn't be able to take it again. Tr had heen 
too awful, so much worse chan a spanking, And 
perhaps that is why Mr Jermyn has pot the cane: 
to give her something she wouldn't want to 
contemplate again. And therefare...chat wils a 


pretty sickening thouglit. 


When Jane got back Jermyn was (here — und 
sc win somconeciac, Sit Georges nephew, Mr 
Oliver Hartgrave, Mr Jermyn did not seem in 
very good mood, 1ا‎ turned out that Sir George 
had gene aff and would ner be hack until 
tomorrow. Jane, Mr Jermyn said and clearly not 
ina good mood, wis to go and sce Mr Oliver. 


Perhaps Mr Jermyn had thoughe that with Sir 
George away it would be lis hig chinet: to get 
to work on Jane. Suggest she have another dose 
ادا‎ that cane and if she didn't want the 
cane. ‚but instead here was Mr Oliver asking 
to see Jane. Is this why Jermyn is in a bad 
mood? Has Mr Oliver been told that kine is not 
to be left in che burler s care during Sir Georges 
absence? 


Arthur at least hears of the overnight absence 
of the master with relief and leurt-felt 
thankfulness. Sir George away means that Jane 
will not he suffering her nightly penance and 
Arthur himself will not be suffering his night 


h penance af knowing lane is once again bare 


bottomed over Sir Georges lap. But in laci Ar: 
thurs feelings are not well founded... 


Becuuse Jang, shortly before the hour af din- 
ner. though she may not be over Sir George's 
lap, 15, Once again, oF era man’s lap. With her 
skirts up and her drawers down. Not Sir George 
and not Mr Jermyn either of course Iis Oliver 

Hartgrove, the moustachiocd young relative of 


' the master. For some reson, Arthur would sec. 


if his eyes could penetrate the heavy drapes of 
thar room opposite the stables — although 
tonight Arthur is not in fact keeping his usual 
melancholy vigil outside — butif Arthur could 
somehow look into that room it would he (o 
ser Unt Oliver Hartgrove was doing it and for 
some reason has put on his siraw hater, With 
a leehng of jocularitv perhaps? A feeling of 
great well-being. could it be, Ihat he is here in 
his uncle's house and master for the evening 
and master as well of his uncle's delightful 
parlourmaid. Because Oliver Harterove with 
his boater on has summoned Jane to that little 
room where, he knows, Sir George is in the 
habit of nighth spanking her bare botrem. 


What Mr Oliver wants to do — “lake vour 
drawers down, Jane, — comes asi nasty shock 
to the pretty parlourmaid, But naturally june 
cannol refuse; it has to be, after a moment s 
hot-faced hesitation, a meek "Yes Mr Oliver.’ 
lt is pretty awtu] being over Mr Oliver's lap like 
this, With Mr Oliver spanking her bare bot- 
tom.. and doing other things to it as well. But 
awful as itis it is not nearly as awful as later, 
when Jane is getting ready for bed. When Mr 
Oliver comes quietly in. A little smirk to 
Sarah...and then tells Jane that she won't be 
sleeping in her own little bed tonight. No 
Oliver Hartgrove, nephew of the master and 
with the master away, has other plans fur (his 
delicious young woman, 
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A big girl in thin football shorts. 
As the seawash sprays against 
her, it is apparent that she is 
wearing little else, save a sim- 
ple cotton teeshirt. She holds a 
brightly-coloured triangle of 
fabric in each hand. The off- 
shore wind has ruffled through 
her hair, but her recent exer- 
tions have given her a glowing 
healthy sheen upon her bare 
young limbs. The Island Master 
sits a few feet away, on an old 
wooden bench. Dee is 
undergoing instruction. And 
she is achieving very little suc- 
cess. As yet. 


He checks her stance. ‘Feet 
together, young lady. Stand up 
straight. Hands by your side. 
Hold your stomach muscles in. 
Pull your shoulders back. Come 
on. Sort yourself out! You will 
not be slovenly in MY 
presence!’ Susanne jumps to at- 
tention. In her hands she grasps 
the two brightly-coloured 
triangles of fabric. ‘Now face 
the sea and send your message, 


The seawash is turning to rain. 
The man wraps his heavy coat 
around him. But Susanne has 
no protection. She awaits his 
orders, and then scampers 
ahead of him, back towards the 
Master’s Cottage, the rain now 
soaking her thin clothes, and 
her windblown hair. ‘Wait for 
me in the front room,’ he 
shouts after her, watching her 
delightfully-rounded bottom 
bobbing as she runs, the 
wetness of her tight shorts en- 
suring that every subtle in- 
timate curve of her bottom is 
outlined for his consideration. 
He follows her over to the 
building, takes off his coat and 
hangs it behind the kitchen 
door. With the heavy door 
locked and bolted against the 
intruding bad weather, he turns 
up the hissing gas fire. And then 
he joins his young charge in the 
front room, ready to teach her 
a lesson she will remember. 


‘Please. Can I go and get dry?’ 
she asks him. He shakes his 


A MATTER OF COMMUNICATION 


young lady.’ She turns, so that 
she looks out towards the soft 
blue rolling sea. The Island 
Master is watching her intent- 
ly. Watching her strong healthy 
limbs being buffetted by the 
crisp breeze, rippling through 
her thin tee-shirt. She raises her 
arms. The tee-shirt pulls away 
from her shorts and he sees the 
thin band of smooth girlish 
flesh exposed to the wind and 
the seawash. The salty mist 
lights up the thin light-coloured 
fuzz where her bottom curves 
begin to jut out. ‘No. No. No! 
That is NOT right. You know 
that is not right!’ She turns to 
face him agazin, arms by her 
side, coloured scarves dropping 
from her fingers, a look of ex- 
asperation written across her 
young face. ‘It’s no use. I just 
can’t remember.’ She shrugs 
her shoulders. The Island 
Master's anger is ignited by her 
attitude. He rises to his feet. 
‘How dare you! How dare you, 
young lady! You WILL learn. I 
promise you. I have excellent 
ways of teaching the likes of 
you!’ 


head. ‘You'll soon get dry. 
Physical exercise. That's what 
you need.’ She pleads -with 
him. ‘But my tee-shirt. It's wet 
and cold...’ He interrupts her. 
‘Then take it off, young lady. 
Take it off. And hurry up about 
it...’ Susanne hesitates for a mo- 
ment, wondering whether he 
was offering a suggestion or is- 
suing an order. He repeats his 
words, making it quite clear. 
‘Take your shirt off!’ She drops 
her coloured scarves and quick- 
ly tugs the sodden fabric up 
over her head. Her young 
breasts are firm, hardened by 
the wind and the coldness of 
the rain. The little rosy-red nip- 
ples are standing erect and pro- 
ud. He walks into the kitchen 
and returns with a towel, 
warmed over the hob. ‘Rub 
yourself dry. And hurry up 
about it.’ She turns away from 
him, coyly, as she drys her up- 
per body, the soft fluffy towel 
gently warming, soothing away 
the coldness and the damp. Of 
course, her shorts are still wet, 
still dripping, and her legs feel 
cold. Thank heavens it’s warm 
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in the house. He removes the 
towel from her clutches. She 
still looks so very pink. A glow- 
ing silky texture to her skin. 
“Now. We must begin our 
lessons...again...’ He takes his 
place, seated on the old sofa by 
the side of the room. ‘Stand up 
straight! Feet together. Keep 
still.’ Susanne is out of breath 
with the exertions. Her bobb- 
ing breasts rise and fall. She 
finds it difficult to control her 
breathing. ‘Arms and wrists in 
a straight line. Come on! You 
know the drill.’ He hands her 
the coloured scarves. ‘Now 
face me, and send the message 
‘C’.’ She turns full square, so 
that he can see her clearly. She 
lowers her left arm, right down 
in front of her, the scarf dangl- 
ing between her thighs. Her 
right arm she raises high above 
her shoulder. ‘Good. Good. 
Now send the message ‘A’.” 
Susanne keeps her left hand 
low and lowers also her right 
hand, until her wrist is level 
with the waistband of her 
shorts. The Island Master nods. 
‘Good. So you can do it, can’t 
you. If you concentrate.’ 


‘N’ is the next letter she is 
given. She hesitates, staring at 
him. ‘Come on, young lady. 
Come on...’ She lifts both arms, 
as if describing a cross. ‘No. No. 
No.! You stupid child!’ She is 
corrected and shown the cor- 
rect sign. ‘Now do it again. 
Come on.’ He persists, 
repeating each letter. Over and 
over again. ‘E is the opposite of 
C. Now do it. C with your left 
arm raised. E with your right 
arm raised. The Master orders 
her to repeat the four letters he 
has told her. C-A-N-E. She looks 
worried, attempting to 
remember his instructions. She 
immediately gets it wrong. ‘No! 
C not E! You stupid child!’ He 
stands up. ‘Go to your room 
and revise! I shall test you again 
in one hour from now!’ 
Suzanne quickly takes her 
leave, scampering along the 
hallway, her pretty breasts bob- 
bing as she runs, her bottom, 
still encased in damp shorts, 
wobbling as she moves. 


The man pours himself a stiff 
drink. He smiles to himself. 
These young recruits! They're 


all the same, these days. No ap- 
plication. No powers of con- 
centration. Not until he applied 
his own very special methods. 
They always worked! The last 
girl had been just as bad. Slight- 
ly fat, and well-rounded. 
Melanie had been her name. 
She really had problems learn- 
ing morse code. Until the Island 
Master sat down with her and 
made her learn each letter. 
Then it really was quite easy. 
He sat down, on his old settee. 
And young Melanie was placed 
across his knee. Minus her skirt 
and knickers. And then each 
letter of the alphabet was tap- 
ped out across her bottom. 
Gently at first, just to remind 
her. Melanie would repeat each 
letter. And all dots or dashes 
spoken incorrectly were im- 
mediately pointed out to her. 
Forcibly! By the firm applica- 
tion of a smooth hairbrush 
across her blushing bare 
cheeks. Before long, poor 
Melanie had been beating out a 
distress signal with her bare 
toes against the flooring, as the 
man had been drumming cer- 
tain other letters into her bare 


bottom. And between the dots 
and dashes there were yells and 
squeaks and ooohs and 
aaaghs...Melanie was word- 
perfect within the week. Each 
and every letter of the alphabet 
had been drummed into her. 
The rosy hue of crimson which 
adorned her bottom cheeks for 
the remainder of her stay was 
enough to ensure absolute 
perfection and full marks when 
it came to the final test. 


He had devised a simple and 


perfect memory aid, employing 
a thin whippy cane and a round 
table-tennis bat. When a ‘dot’ 
was required, the bat would be 
applied, prompting a rounded 
rash of pain upon the victim’s 
poor bottom. And when a dash 
was required, a line would be 
provided, courtesy of the cane. 
By the combined application of 
the bat and the cane, any letter 
of the alphabet could be spelt 
out. SPLATT! Melanie would 
shriek in response and then 
shout out the answer. ‘Dot, sir, 
Dot...” SPLATT!! Another im- 
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promptu yell. “Another” 


dot...OH Sir!’ CRACKKK! That 
wicked cane would whip down 
and wrap itself around her up- 
ended bottom curves. Aggggh! 
“What is it, Melanie? What is it?” 
She would drum her feet into 
the ground, desperately trying 
to rid herself of the sting of the 
bamboo. ‘It’s the cane, sir,’ she 
would sob, loudly, until realis- 
ing that he didn’t require that 
answer. CRACCKK! ‘I know it’s 
the cane, you stupid girl!’ She 
would sob away, and wriggle 
around across his knee, 
desperately trying to concen- 
trate. The Island Master's 
lessons were always very 
energetic. Very tiring. And very 
effective. He even fancied 
young Melanie had lost a little 
weight when she finally skip- 
ped aboard the weekly ferry 
link to the mainland. But now, 
the problem was Susanne. It 
was time to make her work. 


The girl had found another pair 
of shorts and a loose-fitting 
blouse. She was sitting on her 
bed, cross-legged, absrobed in 
the Semaphore Primer. As he 


entered her room, she stood 
up. ‘Right, Susanne. Let us see 
how much you have absorbed.’ 
He told her to remove her 
shorts. Earlier in the week, the 
instruction would have met 
with protest and refusal. But 
Susanne now knew better. 
Blushing pink, she quickly slip- 
ped them down, lifted them 
away from her bare feet and 
placed them on the bedclothes. 
“And your blouse, young lady. 
Be quick about it.’ He ensured 
there was nothing to get in the 
way of a period of intense in- 
struction. And on this remote 
island, there was certainly no 
need for false modesty. ‘Stand 
up. Feet together. Take hold of 
your scarv * He stood by her 
side, the cane quivering in his 
hand. ‘Now send the message 
as I instructed you.’ 


Susanne shivered as she saw the 
cane. She knew how and why 
it would be used. Any where. 
Her bottom still tender 
from the exposure to the rain 
and wind. That cane would 
hurt. Re bite into her 
tender flesh. She raised her 


arms and attempted the letter 
‘C’. It was wrong again. ‘Bend 
over,’ he told her. She sighed, 
and touched her toes, the 
scarves still wrapped around 
her hands. CRACCKKK! The 
cane sped down. She yelled as 
the pain shot through her, 
urgently wishing she could 
soothe the pain away. ‘Stand 
up. Now send the message 
again..’ This time, she got the 
first letter right. But then the 
‘A’ was wrong. Again she was 
ordered to touch her toes. 
Again, the three feet of thin 
flexing bamboo whistled down 
and across her bottom cheeks. 
She shrieked, her feet pounding 
the carpet as she danced a lit- 
tle dance, right there in front 
of the Master. She was told to 
stand up. To compose herself. 
And then it was back to the 
message. C-A-N-E. Finally, after 
many cane-strokes, many tears 
and much exertion, the 
message was correct. Young 
Susanne had learned at least 
four letters. There were only 
22 other letters to go. And then 
the numbers. And the special 
signs as well! 


Continued from page 23... 


ON BOARD THE T.S. VICEROY 


‘Don’t move,” Angela tells Julie out of 
the side of her mouth. ‘Someone could 
be watching. Mr Sparger or someone. 
And then we'd get more.’ There is a 
clock on the wall opposite. Its minute 
hand seems to take an eternity to 
move...but at last the 10 minutes are 
up. They can pick up their shorts from 
the pool table and go back to the room. 
En route they pass two other girls. Both 
giggle. “Sore bums!” Angela mutters an 
unladylike word. 


In the room...Angela is hot-eyed as 
well as still hot-bottomed. And also hot 
somewhere else. She is not turned-on 
by being caned herself, not at all, but 
watching her new squad member, pret- 
ty Julie, get it..that is something else. 
As soon as the door is closed she grabs 
her. ‘Poor sweet Julie...does it 
still...sting!” 


It does of course. With eight like the 
ones Mr Burhill has given her the 
aching pain is not going to disappear 
in 10 minutes flat. Julie begins to say 
something but Angela’s mouth is on 
hers. Another of those hot sexy kisses. 


And that is not all. One of Angela’s 
hands has slid down between them and 
is at Julie’s bare pussy. “No...!” she 
hisses dragging her mouth away. ‘No! 
Someone...will come in...” 


Angela gaspingly assures her they 
won't. Angela cannot know this for 
sure but she is too hot to stop. Sweet- 
faced Julie with her bottom all sizzl- 
ing from dreadful Mr Burhill’s 
cane...and this hot, blonde-bushed 
thing at the front...Angela is quite 
overcome with desire. She could hardly 
stop herself if Mr Burhill did walk in. 
And Julie can’t stop her either. Angela 
has Julie backed up against the wall, 
her hand — and her mouth — at her. 
Angela’s feverish fingers are right 
there. In Julie’s hot box. She is moan- 
ing. There is nothing she can do. The 
hand, the fingers, Angela’s mouth... All 
getting Julie undeniably aroused. Her 
hips are bucking, squirming, against 
the hand. No, she can’t help herself. 
Not very much later — and fortunate- 
ly the door doesn’t burst open — Julie 
goes off into a long, high-pitched, wail- 
ing moan. 


* * * 


Mr Burhill does come in before sup- 
per though. About half an hour later, 
5.30 ish. They have been sitting at the 
desk after that earlier, to Julie 
unbelievable episode, when Angela 
brought her off. Julie has been trying 
to concentrate on the book Angela has 
given her — it is about handling small 
boats — but it is almost impossible to 
concentrate. Angela is sitting opposite 
and if she catches Julie’s eye gives her 
a little grin. A knowing grin, a remin- 
ding grin — of what they did. And the 
grin if also, no doubt, saying. ‘We’ll 
do it again tonight. In bed.’ And apart 
from the fact that Julie doesn’t like that 
sort of thing at all — because it is a real- 
ly awful thing to do — there is the 
dread thought of what would happen 
if Mr Burhill came in...and found them 
in bed together. He probably does 
snoop around and he can’t approve of 
that sort of thing. He would probably 
give them...well, 20 strokes of the 
cane. Or more... 


So it is almost impossible to concen- 
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trate on the book with all this going 
through her head; and Julie has to con- 
centrate because Mr Burhill will test 
her on it tomorrow. Then suddenly, 
there it is. The door opening and i 
Mr Burhill. They aren’t doing anything 
of course, only sittin at the desk stu- 
dying. Fortuntely. It is a nasty shock 
though. Because they could have been. 
Both girls get hurriedly to their feet and 
salute. 


What Mr Burhill tells them is another 
nasty shock. They are to do some run- 
ning int he grounds before supper. ‘We 
have to get Julie fit. Don’t we, Angela? 
And as her squad captain it is down to 
you to see that she does. Have you done 
any running, Julie?’ 


Julie shakes her head. “No Sir.’ She has 
played tennis a bit but is certainly not 
fit in the way you need to be for runn- 
ing. For half an hour usually, Angela 
said. Cripes! 


“Then you'll have to see she keeps go- 
ing, Angela. I shall be looking out. If 
I find you’re not running hard I shall 
cane both of you. Is that undestood?’ 


They chorus ‘Yes Sir,’ although Julie 


for one is feeling sick. “Good. Get your 
clothes off then. You’ll do it in just 
socks and trainers. 


Mr Burhill waits and watches as they 
take off their tops and shorts, then 
change their shoes for trainers (Julie 
has been told to bring a pair). The 
sailor caps of course are left on the 
. They stand to attention in front 
of Mr Burhill, bare-headed and nude 
apart from their footware. Mr Burhill's 
hand fondles Julie’s pert boobs. 


‘I want you really putting out, Cadet 
Millings. Really pushing yourself. Is 
that clear?’ 


‘Yessir...’ The word is gasped out. 


‘Good.’ His hand slides down...and 
takes hold of Julie’s blonde mound. ‘If 
not there will be more of the cane. How 
is your bottom feeling?’ 


‘Ss „Still sore, sir.” The hand 
holding her pussy is making Julie want 
to squirm, jerk away, but she has to 
stay still and at attention. 


“Well it’ll be a lot sorer still if I don’t 
see some reall effort.” 


Mr Burhill lets go and tells them to 
march out in front of him. Angela leads 
the way. For good measure he gives 
Julie’s red-striped bum a grope at the 
door...and some more as they march 
along the corridor. At the outside door 
Mr Burhill gives each bare bottom a 
final slap. ‘Get going. And if I see any 
slacking...Anything less than 110 per 
cent effort...’ 


‘Shit!’ Angela says, not at all ladylike, 
when they are beyond hearing range. 
“You better keep going, Julie, or we'll 
both get that cane again. I hate runn- 
ing and I also hate the bloody cane. 


That certainly goes for Julie too. They 
have run about 50 yards and she is 
already breathing heavily. ‘It’s too 
fast!’ she gasps. ‘I can’t...go this fast.’ 
‘This is not fast,’ Angela replies. 
“Anything slower and we're sure to get 
caned. And he will know. He can time 
how long we take to go round. So keep 
going.” 


There is a set route, a path through the 
grounds. It mostly goes through trees 
and shurbs so that girls running round 
it in the nude are hidden from the sight 
of anyone out on the water in a boat. 
“Keep going,’ Angela urges again. ‘If 
we take much more than three minutes 


to go round...he’s likely to cane us. 
And the speed we're going...come on!” 
She grabs Julie’s arm trying to pull her 
faster. 


‘I can’t...’ Julie wails. ‘It’s killing 
me...’ Pert boobs are bouncing; round- 
ed buttocks (red striped) are jouncing. 
Her legs, her thighs, are straining. ..but 
Julie is not fit for this sort of thing. Not 
at all. Her lungs are searing. She can't 
go on....but somehow she does, in 
response to Angela’s increasingly 
desperate urgings. 


When they emerge from the trees Mr 
Burhill is waiting. Looking for them 
and glancing at his watch. ‘Oh 
Christ...” moans Angela. He steps for- 
ward as they approach. Indicating they 
are to stop. ‘What were you — walk- 
ing?’ he asks Angela. 


‘No Sir...doing our best, sir.” Julie is 
bending over, hands on knees, gasp- 
ing for breath. ‘Get up! Stand up 
straight,’ she is told. “Your best is not 
good enough, Angela. Nothing like. 
And the only remedy is more running 
Plus something else, Angela. Which 
would be?’ 


‘The c...cane sir.” 


‘Precisely. Over the swing, eh? Come 
on.” 


The swing. An ordinary garden swing 
with a flat wooden seat suspended by 
chains. This is where Mr Burhill car- 
ries out his garden canings, especially 
those associated with running. It is 
quite near the start of the running 
course. They are marched to it. ‘Four 
each,’ Mr Burhill says. ‘You first, 
Angela. Four each for that abyssmal 
performance and then you go round 
again. And if there's no 
improvement...” 


Angela is getting herself over the swing 
seat. Lowering herself right over it so 
that her hands are on the ground the 
other side. Leaning against one of the 
supports is a cane. Which Mr Burhill 
has taken up and is now flexing in his 
two hands. Angela’s bottom is at the 
ready. ‘Are you watching, Julie?” Mr 
Burhill asks. ‘It is always instructive 
to watch.’ Angela’s ripe bottom is 
quivering slightly. Julie can sée the 
marks from the caning at the pool still. 
Mr Burhill’s cane is raised now. I can’t 
watch, she tells herself. But she has to. 
And in just a few moments, after the 
four strokes...it will be her own turn. 
And then... 


LETTERS 


Dear Editor, 


A number of letters recently have 
recalled memories of Service life 
during the last hollocaust that 
engulfed the world through the 
madman dictator of Germany. 


These same letters explain that can- 
ing was considered a natural and 
even acceptable form of discipline 
because it was recognised as the 
medium by which all naughtiness 
was treated. This method of cor- 
rective punishment apparently is 
not the means by which 
naughtiness is treated nowadays! If 
anybody thinks that, then I would 
venture to suggest that they are 
very much misinformed. 


I am just twenty two years of age, 
and have been serving in uniform 
since I was nineteen. I was first 
subjected to corporal punishment 
when I joined my regular unit and 
this punishment was given me by 
my senior NCO, who was male; 
very much a male too! 


He did not go into a lot of pre- 
punishment nonsense but put the 
whole option fully and without 
embellishment on the line. I ac- 
cepted his form of discipline or else 
I could go up before the CO who 
would have no choice but to 
recommend Court Martial. The of- 
fence was not all that serious but 
it was sufficiently wrong for the 
whole business to be thrashed out 
by the Service Legal System. It 
was by this option that I learned 
what it was like to thrust my pan- 


Dear Sir, 


ties all the way down and then bend 
over the back of a chair. Being in 
this situation makes one realise that 
despite all one's attitude to what 
one considers as personal and very 
private, that there is nothing like 
proferring one's bare bum for the 
cane to make one really cringe in- 
to the system of smallness and 
unimportance! 


That cane came down hard, very 
hard twelve harsh strokes. Each 
thrashing lash of the thin cane rais- 
ed a line of corrugated intensity 
across the cheeks of my bottom and 
I learned how to wriggle and writhe 
with an intensity that I have never 
felt before, nor since. To help em- 
phasise my punishment, I was 
made to remove all garments below 
the waist and then stand erect, 
hands on head so that my whole 
tummy and torso down to my 
ankles were properly and 
shamefully exhibited. 


Strangely enough, and despite my 
mortification at having to display 
my body like this, I discovered a 
very deep respect for th i 
NCO and although I know I should 
have resented his treatment of my 
bottom, I have to admit that I had 
a sneaking high regard for him. 


Yes, I was punished again. And 
again.-And even still further. This 
is not the last war period that I am 
writing about but very, very 
recently. 


D.Knight, Yorks 


Editor: It is the point that we have 
often tried to make. CP is not a 
thing of the past. Incidentally, the 
one strain that we noticed was 
missing from this young lady’s let- 
ter was the fact that there was no 
resentment. Thank you for writing. 


Here is a light-hearted poem which you might like to share 


with your readers: 


There was a young fellow from Spain 
Whose lady friend drove him insane 


So he hitched up her skirt 
Saying ‘This better hurt’ 


And gave her ten strokes of the cane. 


But his girlfriend, a lady called Jane 
Was really quite fond of the pain 


So she lay on the bed 
With her bottom all red 


Crying ‘Harder! Oh do it again!” 


Yours, 


A. Poet 


Dear Sir, 


I think Join-the-Dots is one of the 
most delightfully presented ar- 
rangements I have ever perused. 
Heartiest congratulations on 
whoever thought up this outstan- 
ding piece of literaturism. The 
photographs are always of the very 
best quality to caption the accom- 
panying stories and this makes the 
whole business of Join-the-Dots an 
exciting and pleasing piece of CP 
publication. 


Arthur Winslow, Conway 


Dear Editor, 


Congratulations on the latest issue 
of The Supplement Issue 32. 


The picture story of the 2 sisters- 
in-law was terrific. I cut out page 
32 and 33 to show my wife, who 
agreed with me that the kneeling 
girl had one of the most magnifi- 
cent bottoms we have ever seen. 
But although its nice to see her 
superb bottom smacked I think she 
would be even better in an active 
role. Imagine this big, dominant 
strapping young woman as a 
mistress in a reform school. 
Wouldn't she be wonderful whack- 
ing and smacking the trembling 
bare-buttocks of smaller girls? I see 
her also wielding a birch on the 
plump bottom of especially 
naughty girls. 


Please lets have some more photos 
of this magnificent girl in a domi- 
nant role. 


Yours truly, 
R.T. 


Dear Blushes, 


My grandad, who's a real old 
character, has a mate who's even 
more so. As red as they come, 
kicked around a lot, and doesn't 
give a toss. 


One day we were in the pub and 
somebody or other made the usual 
claim for convent education; you 
know the sort of thing...‘even if 
you're not a Roman, the girls get 
brought up properly...’ Well, the 
old Tynesider exploded, and laun- 
ched into this story. 


In the late thirties he had a job (and 
lucky to have one at all) as a bus 
driver for a Durham firm. He was 


detailed to drive a coach — or 
“charabang' as he called it — for 
the local convent. This place was 
considered dead posh in the locali- 
ty, and this day he had to take a 
couple of hockey teams on their an- 
nual fixture some thirty miles 
away. There were some pretty 
tough looking madams in that bus, 
he said. 


They were accompanied by the 
tutors, who were, of course all 
nuns. 


He went and had a couple of pints 
and collected them at the appointed 
hour. As he loaded up their gear, 
from what the nuns were mutter- 
ing it seemed some of the girls had 
disgraced the convent during their 
i What it was, he didn’t 

scover — and it didn't seem all 
that important at the time, except 
for the way the sisters were cluck- 
ing over it. 


Besides, he said, he was more in- 
terested in a couple of the girls — 
who were real stunners, and ob- 
viously knew it. 


On the way back, the nuns had the 
girls singing hymns. This, and the 
rattle of the coach, made a deafen- 
ing row. But even over this he 
heard something else, and 
wondered if he had a loose tread, 
or an open door. 


Then he looked in his driving mir- 
ror, and couldn’t believe his eyes. 


The senior nun was giving one of 
the girls the strap, and the singing 
was obviously intended to cover 
the noise. Although the girls were 
sat in such a way that he'd have 
seen nothing if he turned round, the 
driving mirror gave him a bird's 
eye view. 


And what a view! The poor girl 
had her knickers down and was 
getting her bottom tawsed like 
there was no tomorrow. 


Because of the cramped seats, the 
nun in charge had to sit sideways 
with her feet in the aisle. Her vic- 
tim was bent over her knees fac- 
ing the back of the bus. 


Grandad nearly drove off the road 
watching all this. He could hear the 
girl’s yells and the cracks of the 
tawse over everything else. He 
breathed a mental sigh of relief 


when the poor kid finally got up, 
wriggling up her knickers and went 
back to her seat. 


Then a second girl tottered down 
the aisle, hitched up her skirt and 
bent over. 


He and grandad had both had the 
strap at school. All boys did up 
there in those days. He knew what 
it was like — and he said despite 
the way they liked to act tough, 
they all had a healthy terror of 
holding out their hands for it. And 
he'd lifted his shirt tail for it a cou- 
ple of times — and said he'd rather 
eat a pail of mouldy slugs than get 
another dose. 


So he knew the score. And said 
he'd never seen anything like the 
state of those girls’ bottoms as they 
bounced and squirmed in his mor- 
ror. He reckoned the tawse was 
plied without pause virtually for six 
miles of winding road. He counted 
seven girls lifting their skirts. The 
rest sang lustily — probably out of 
pure relief that they were keeping 
their knickers up. 


A couple of girls kicked and 
struggled so much they had to be 
held down by other nuns — kneel- 
ing in the aisle to hold them. 


Although the strapping stopped a 
little while before, the singing 
lasted to the convent. They got off 
as though nothing had happened, 
though several of the girls he 
helped down had puffy, damp 
eyes. He knew, of course, what 
else they had. 


The nun with the strong right arm 
had the strap hanging openly from 
her girdle. It was a three-tailed 
monster: he thought, with weighted 
ends. 


There’s a further sting, as it were, 
to this story. 


A few years later, working for the 
Labour Party in Liverpool, where 
he’d moved, he met a young 
woman. She was a lapsed Roman 
Catholic. One of the reasons for 
her loss of faith was her early 
teaching experiences in a convent. 


She came from a poor family, 
couldn’t afford Teaching College, 
so had gone straight in as an un- 
qualified assistant — you could, in 
those days — at the age of nineteen. 


A few days into the job she left the 
class for some reason, and told a 
fairly responsible girl of seventeen 
— to take charge while she was 
out. She came back to hear yell- 
ing and screaming. 


When she opened the door she 
found the deputy — one of the very 
few lay teachers of any seniority 
in the convent — vigorously taws- 
ing the naked posterior of the girl 
she'd left in charge. This lady had 
heard talking in the class as she'd 
walked by, looked in, and taken the 
matter into her own hands. 


There had been no dialogue. The 
girl who was obviously left in 
charge had been told to bend over 
the teacher's desk and the strap had 
spoken eloquently enough. 


The young woman was distressed 
and appalled. After a miserable 
afternoon she went to the Mother 
Superior and complained — about 
the obvious undermining of her 
authority, and the brutality of strap- 
ping the bare bottom of a girl not 
much more than a year younger 
than the assistant herself. 


The Bride of Christ smiled fond- 
ly, appreciated her natural affec- 
tion for her charges, and opened 
a cupboard containing a fiendish 
collection of straps and canes. The 
girls respected it, she was told, and 
their parents expected it. The rule 
was “better a raw bottom than a 
ruined life.” Which was the more 
terrible — a scalded backside, or 
a scorching soul? 


The young woman was virtually 
ordered to choose her weapon and 
learn to use it. The Reverend 
Mother even offered to supervise 
her first faltering steps herself! 


She had heard more than enough. 
But during the rest of the term she 
heard far more. The staff-room 
conversation was a nightmare. 


At the end of the term the young 
woman left, feeling a great sense 
of guilt. 


And of course, she and grandad’s 
friend discovered it was the same 
convent, two years on from the 
fantastic coach trip. 


Of course, I doubt its the same 
now... 
B.H. 
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The manageress had caught her red handed! 
Sophia had been flustered when the discovery 
of her naughtiness by the manageress had 
been put squarely in front of her. There was no 
wriggling out of it and she knew there could be 
no excuses to get her off the hook. Recrimina- 
tion would be swift unless she opted to visit the 
manageress this very evening and try to get the 
authoritive woman to take a different line. 


Crass stupidity and a careless attitude to detail 
had formed it’s own net in which she had vir- 
tually trapped herself. And of course, having 
been caught out, came all the old reactions to 
what she had done would have their own reper- 
cussions among her friends and what was more 
important her immediate family. She shuddered 
each time she recalled the confrontation with 
Miss Chalmers the attractive manageress who 
did not attempt to ask for explanations or 
anything else. 


‘Do you accept that this was part of your schem- 
ing naughtiness?’ or words to that effect. 


Sophia could only nod in a state of helpless con- 
fusion and her tummy quailed as the evidence 
before Miss Chalmers lay open and fully 
revealed. 


Sophia's first thoughts had been her mother. 
How would mum react to this horrendous news 
of her daughter's crime? And then her friends? 
How would they react? What would they think? 
She nearly burst into tears on the spot. Never 
had she felt so wretched and ashamed. 


Then Miss Chalmers had given her the gleam 
of hope for a get out. It would have to be a 
physical punishment. 


“Yes, Miss Chalmers,’ almost relief expressed 
in her voice. 


“A caning | think.’ 

*Y...yes, Miss Chalmers.’ 

‘On the bottom.” 

‘Y...yes, Miss Chalmers,’ and already the icy 
cold finger of fear starting to drag an imaginary 


line down her spine. 


‘A really good caning. On your bare bottom. No 
panties and with you bending over properly.’ 


‘A...alright, Miss Chalmers,’ Sophia’s face 
registered her acute embarrassment and 
shame. 


‘I ought to warn you that | have a very strong 
right arm.” 


To this Sophia made no response. What could 
she say? How could she tell Miss Chalmers that 
she was a little bit shy regarding the exposure 
of her shapely bottom. There was no doubt that 
Sophia certainly had an attractive bum and her 
natural reluctance to expose it was quite 
understandable. 


But she was shy because so many people had 
remarked that it was a decidedly nice bottom 
and many hands had tried to trespass into for- 
bidden territory. 


Now all that would account for nothing because 
she knew that when she arrived at Miss 
Chalmers house this evening, she would be ex- 
pected not only to take her panties down but 
she would have to make her bottom very round- 
ed for the sole reason of getting a cane across 
it. 


Rather this than perhaps exposure to the 
authorities in the Company of the naughtiness 
she had committed. The last time she recalled 
getting punished was four years ago and 
naturally after leaving school she thought all 
prospects of having her body chastised had 
vanished. Now at the full blossom'd age of 
twenty years and a strikingly good looking 
young woman she had stupidly played into the 
hands of a woman who could take every ad- 
vantage if she chose. Sophia realised that 
whatever Miss Chalmers decreed to be punish- 
ment then she, Sophia would have to sub- 
missively accept and there had been very light 
rumours among the staff that Miss Chalmers, 
who it had to be admitted was a very attractive 
woman herself, was inclined to favour those of 
her own sex!! 


Sophia chose not to think about this. Even if 
the lonely woman was a Sappho, that did not 
mean that she would try to do anything like that 
with the naughty girl who was at this moment 
hurrying towards her home. Sophia was hur- 
tying because she would be late if she did not 
get a move on. Ever since she had opted for 
the cane...the cane on her bum, Sophia had 
been unable to think of any other part of her 
body. The whole of her thought pattern had 
been centralised round those two orbs that even 
now were jiggling from side to side as her hur- 
tied paces caused the natural swing to her hips. 
She attracted several wolf whistles but some 
of these she did not evenhear and those that 
she did she was happy to ignore. 


She walked briskly up the path that led to the 
door and thumbed the bell. Ten minutes late. 
Oh well it could not be helped. The door open- 
ed and Miss Chalmers seemed to appear dif- 
ferent with the background of her own home 
behind her. Still very smartly dressed but with 
a slightly sterner look on her pretty features 
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than Sophia usually saw. 


The dark haired beauty felt a thumping in her 
chest when she entered the room and saw the 
polished furniture; a chair and a table but it was 
that dreadful and wicked looking cane that at- 
tracted more attention than anything else. 


She was told to hang her outer coat up and then 
Miss Chalmers was lecturing her again. When 
she was told to take her skirt off, Sophia seem- 
ed to accept that at long last, justice was about 
to be meted out. She knew there was no 
premium in pleading, and with her own lovely 
face showing the distressed humiliation, she 
slipped out of the skirt. So that her legs would 
not detract Miss Chalmers attention from the 
job in hand, she had worn only small ankle 
socks. This left the full length of her thighs and 
legs bared. 


‘Bend over the table Sophia.’ 


Sophia’s throat did react but it was lost on the 
insistent tone of the serious woman. 


‘| think we shall have these down.’ 


Oh help! The smooth and softly rounded 
spheres of the shapely bottom were gradually 
being denuded. Full grown legs, perfectly taper- 
ing from knees to the nates posed like an ar- 
tist's dream. The cheeks were tightly closed 
and so were the ankles. 


‘Legs apart.’ 


Worse and worse. Could anything be- worse” 
It could but that did not bear thinking about right 
now! 


Miss Chalmers studied the perfect shape. 
Perfect it most certainly was because Sophia 
had been made to grip the other side of the 
table and then she had been instructed in a 
voice that forbade any nonsense to thrust...and 
with her thighs and ankles wide apart, the 
hapless girl silently choked back her natural 
reluctance and humiliation. 


She wanted to protest when Miss Chalmers 
hand felt the tapering smooth lines of her in- 
ner thighs...trembling like unwanted thrills 
followed the trace of the finger tips as they 
stroked from knees almost to the very spot that 
formed Sophia’s vulva. 


| don’t like it...I don’t like it, Sophia inwardly 
screamed...even though it does make me feel 
fruity! 


Then that same hand was able to stroke and 
squeeze each soft cheek and this was even 
worse...or was it? Sophia did not know what to 
think now...her fingers gripping the table were 
white at the knuckles...her tummy pressed so 
tightly on top of the table that she could feel 
how her breasts had flattened also...she was 
stretched as though she had been placed on 
a rack. 


Little taps from the hand now to remind Sophia 
that she was indeed bending for the punitive 
treatment and then that stopped too. 


Her teeth closed over her lower lip when she 
felt the strange coolness of a thin rod of cane 
wood resting on the cheeks of her hopelessly 
placed buttocks. It was no relief whatsoever 
when that wood raised from her nates because 
she knew that the next time she felt it would 
be when it came down with the intended pur- 
pose of punishing her. 


Swwwiiiissshhhhh...harsh...purposefui. 
THWACKKK! 
Loud and very stingingly painful. 


‘Ooooheer....aggghhhh,’ the voiced response 
that told Miss Chalmers that the first stroke had 
been well placed and that the stoic silence of 
Sophia was all on the surface. 


Swwwiliissshhhh...just the same strength. 
Thwacckkk! 


The same sheer torturous sting barely an inch 
from the first... 


‘Zo000...n0000...0h please...oh please,’ she 
jerked about forcefully. 


“You let go of that table and | shall add a fur- 
ther twelve strokes,’ Miss Chalmers induced 
Sophia's determination not to stand up. 


It had in fact been natural for her to jump up 
and to rub her bottom, but the threat only made 
her dismiss the idea immediately! 


Was anything ever so painful as these strokes 
of the cane now coming down at regular inter- 
vals. Not fast but a slow leisurely timed rise and 
fall so that the squirming buttocks were a joy 
to see. The very act of her thrusting herself 
about was likened to an entertainment in 
itself...at one point she almost turned right over 
and her panties had long descended to the 
lowest area of her kicking ankles. 


Lines were now covering lines and the criss 
cross point must have been like real fire on that 
cherished pair of buttocks. But even Miss 
Chalmers was aware that the body can take on- 
ly so much. Not only that but the salty tears 
were spoiling the polished veneer of her table 
top. It was all of thirty minutes later that Sophia, 
numbed and confused was without any clothes 
at all. She was laying between sheets and she 
was being petted by the lovely 
manageress...and she was admitting that she 
had deserved the caning and that she would 
be a very good young lady in future. No wonder 
Miss Chalmers preferred to be with her own 
sex. It could be very, very nice...despite the 
throbbing fire on the cheeks of her bottom...or 
was it BECAUSE of the throbbing cheeks of her 
bottom??? 
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JUSTICE No.50 to No.57 £5.00 per copy 


SPANKING نا‎ . 1 to No. 4 £2.00 per copy 
SPANKING L 5 to No.18 £3.00 per copy 
SPANKING L 19 to No.32 £3.50 per copy 
SPANKING L 10.33 to No.36 £4.00 per copy 
SPANKING L RS No.37 to No.44 £5.00 per copy 


PHOENIX No. 9 £2.50 

PHOENIX No.13,14,14A and 16 £3.00 per copy 
PHOENIX No.17 to No.22 £4.00 per copy 
PHOENIX No.24 to No.26 £5.00 per copy 
PHOENIX No.28 to No.39 £5.00 per copy 
PHOENIX No.40 to No.44 £6.00 per copy 


JANUS No.21 to No.27 £5.00 per copy 
JANUS No.28 to No.50 £6.00 per copy 
JAN 52 to No.60 £6.00 per copy 
JANUS No.62 to No.65 £7.00 per copy 
JANUS No.67 to No.72 £7.00 per copy 
JANUS No.73 to No.74 £8.00 per copy 


No. 1 £3.00 
No.17 £5.00 
= No.24 £6.00 
3 No.25 to No.28 £6.00 per copy 
3 No.30 to No.38 £6.00 per copy 
= No.40 £6.00 
41 to No.45 £7.00 per copy 


KANE No 


¿CIAL £6.00 
¿RS SPECIAL 
No.1 and No.2 £6.00 per copy 


UNIFORM GIRLS No. | to No.10 £5.00 per copy 
UNIFORM GIRLS No.11 to No.23 £6.00 per copy 
UNIFORM GIRLS No.24 to No.30 £7.00 per copy 


SUPP. 
SUPPL 
SUPPL 
SUPPL 
SUPPLE 


NT No. 
NT No. 2 to No. 3 £4.00 per copy 
NT No. 4 to No, 14 £5.00 per copy 
NT No.15 to No.27 £6.00 per copy 
¿NT No.28 to No.32 £7.00 per copy 


1 £3.50 


WHISPERS No. | to No. 7 £5.00 per copy 


ROUE No. 3 £2.00 

No.14 to No. 15 £2.50 per copy 

3 No.19 £2.50 

3 No.21 £2.50 

No.44 to No.47 £5.00 per copy 

JE N0.50 to No.57 £6.00 per copy 
3 N0.59 £6.00 

No.60 to No.62 £6.00 per copy 

No.63 to No.68 £7.00 per copy 


ROUE 
ROUE 


MISTRESS No. | to No.29 £6.00 per copy 


VIXEN No. 1 to No.25 £6.00 per copy 


` No. 1 £8.00 
ñ 5 No. 2 to No.36 £6.00 per copy 
BLUSHES No.37 to No.47 £7.00 per copy 


STOP PRESS STOP PRESS STOP PRESS STOP PRESS 
Special Quantity Discounts 


Any 2 magazines £11 
Any 3 magazines £16 
Any 4 magazines £20 
Any 5 magazines £24 


Any amount over 5 magazines at just £4 each 


Post within Europe is free (Outside Europe add £1 per item). 
We try for return of post and certainly send under 


plain cover. 
Make Cheques and P.O/s payable to: 
‘PRESS SALES’ 15 Wastdale Road, London SE23 


